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INTRODUCTION 


My heroes wear blue... or nothing at all. 

My first night in the city, everything goes wrong—no place to stay and my car 

breaks down. 

Two gorgeous cops came to my rescue: 

Derek the sexy flirt. 

Brett the quiet, intense one. 

Next thing I know, Tve got the two hottest roommates ever. 

They’re my best friends, until the night we go out to a club, get drunk and sparks 
fly. A steamy night in bed with my two guys ruined me for anything less. 

I crave them all the time, and they want me just as much. 

Until my dad comes to town.. 

the old-fashioned father who raised me—and I don’t know what to do. 

Do I lie to my dad and hurt the men I love? 

Or do I tell the truth about our threesome and let my father hate me? 
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I see,” I said. 

I said it because that was what my dad taught me to say instead of 
‘what the hell’. Manners were important, even with people who were screwing 
you over. 

I sat in my car in the dark parking lot, listening to the caller. Driving at night 
on an unfamiliar road wasn’t a problem, but I didn’t live dangerously enough to 
talk on the phone while I was looking for the next place to turn. So there I was, 
in the dark lot of a shuttered Mexican restaurant, listening to my plan dissolve. 

“I guess I didn’t get your message,” she said, her tone the equivalent of a 
shrug, “so I rented the room to someone else. She’s really great—she’s a 
drummer.” 

“I see,” I said again, rubbing my forehead. 

“I’m sure you can find another place in the city. There’s always people 
looking for roommates.” 

“Thanks,” I said, and hung up. 

There went my destination, the address I’d programmed into my phone when 
I started the GPS guidance. My new home. The apartment where I would be 
renting a room during my internship. And, no, there were not loads of people 
looking to rent a room to a stranger who was so broke she was probably going to 
have to steal toilet paper from the magazine office where she’d won the unpaid 
internship. I rolled my eyes at myself. It would be fine. I’d have to get a motel 
room, which wasn’t in the budget I planned, but I could find someplace cheap 
until I found a rental. 

I swung back out onto the highway and drove on and blasted the a/c even 
though it was chilly out, to make sure I didn’t get sleepy. I cranked up my 
workout playlist, some classic Britney Spears, and sang along. I made three turns 



in quick succession, squinted at an oncoming truck with its bright lights blinding 
me, and was glad when it passed by. I turned off the music when I was within a 
half hour of the city. With no one on the road, I switched on voice search and 
said ‘motels near me’ in hopes of finding someplace to crash. The phone didn’t 
respond. I cut my eyes to it and tapped the screen experimentally. It didn’t light 
up. I’d never bothered to buy a car charger, so I’d have to wait until I checked in 
at a motel to plug the phone in and let my dad know I’d arrived safely. Oh well, 
people had stayed in roadside motels for decades before cell phones were 
invented and found them just fine by following the signs. I could do the same. 

I kept driving, fighting the yawns that started coming, and rubbed my eyes 
even though I knew it smeared my mascara. The lights on my dashboard flared 
and went out. I flicked the interior lights, which didn’t come on, and a slow 
grinding sound filled my car. I managed to steer it onto the shoulder of the road 
before it died. 

“Well, crap,” I said to myself. 

My phone was dead. My car was dead. I wasn’t about to try and walk ten 
miles of highway into the city alone in the dark. So it looked like one problem 
solved, I thought wryly, I knew where I was sleeping for the night—in my car. I 
locked the doors, fished a bottle of water out of my purse and took a drink. In the 
morning I’d walk a little ways and flag down a car, get someone to call a tow 
truck for me. It was annoying, but nothing I couldn’t handle. 

I got out my notebook and started to write down a list of observations, some 
funny, some bitchy, about my road trip to the big city, about starting life after 
college on my own—things that excited me and things that scared me. This was 
all raw material I could use for the magazine if I ever got a chance to do a 
feature article or even a sidebar. It was too dark to see, and my handwriting was 
never the best. Yawning, I put the notebook aside and started to take off my 
shoes when I saw the flare of red and blue lights track across the dashboard from 
behind me. 
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G ood news: the cops had come to my rescue. Bad news: they probably 
thought I was pulled over trying to sell drugs out of the trunk or 
something. I dug out my license and put my hands on top of the wheel. I 
couldn’t roll down the power windows because the car was dead, so I opened the 
door and stepped out once the officer showed his badge. 

“My car broke down,” I said. 

“I see. Miss Weaver, I’m Officer Derek Jennings. My partner, Officer 
Harding, is in the squad car. We clocked out after a shift and saw your car. 
Thought you might be in distress.” 

“No, I’m good,” I said, “I’d appreciate it if you could call me a towing 
service though, give them my location.” 

“You’re good?” he said, a half smile quirking the corner of his mouth. 

I squared my shoulders, wanting to seem like a capable woman, not a recent 
grad down on her luck and starting to feel noticeably less spunky in the face of 
adversity. I gave him my brightest smile, the ‘can I get you anything else?’ 
waitress smile I’d used when working my way through college. 

“Yes, I’m good,” I said again, brightly. 

“You wouldn’t, say, like a ride into town? I’m sure you have someplace to 
stay that’s more comfortable than that old Nissan.” 

“Actually, I don’t. My rental plans fell through right before my phone battery 
died. And then, the car. It’s been sort of a rough night, now that I think about it,” 
I said with a laugh to show it didn’t bother me all that much. 

“Listen, I’ve got my phone right here,” he held out his cell phone, “use it to 
call whoever you want to come get you. I don’t feel right leaving a stranded 
female at a remote roadside.” 

“You said you’re off duty. I don’t want to trouble you. I promise I’m fine,” I 



said. 

Fact was, Officer Jennings was hot. I didn’t like to give in to the damsel in 
distress stereotype, but there might be something to it after all—given the fact 
that the cop who stopped me wasn’t some fat chauvinist who didn’t think women 
shouldn’t be allowed to drive at night, but a guy who, frankly, could have played 
a stripper with a cop uniform in the Magic Mike movies. Brown hair, dark eyes, 
the kind of square jaw that plays well on movie posters and cologne ads. 

“Is there someone you can call?” 

“No,” I said, “Okay? I just graduated college a couple months ago. It’s my 
first time moving out on my own. I’m working without a net here.” 

“And you don’t want to call home and admit you need help? Miss Weaver, 
everyone needs help sometimes.” 

“Home is six hours south of here. It’s not like my dad is going to miss work 
tomorrow to come up here and tell me my car needs to be towed and I should’ve 
made sure I had a place to stay before I took off. I got the internship at Envy. I 
worked so hard for it, and never dreamed I’d be chosen, and I got it. So here I 
am, trying to make it on my own,” I said, throwing my hands up in frustration, “I 
can’t afford a motel for more than one night and even that’s going to be a pain. If 
I had any friends nearby, I’d call them. I can’t call the HR lady from Envy at 
midnight two days before I start and beg for help. I’ll just handle this my way. 
Sleep in the car, get you to call me a tow truck in the morning. It’s the best way.” 

“Ma’am, I can’t allow you to do that. It’s unsafe. Your vehicle could be 
struck by a passing car because it’s barely on the shoulder. It’s also possible that 
someone might come upon you alone and prey on you.” 

“Like werewolves?” I said wryly. 

“No. If you’re smart enough to score an internship at Envy, I’m sure you’re 
smart enough to know that your plan is shitty. I didn’t become a cop to leave 
stubborn people stranded by the side of the road in the middle of the night. 
We’re going to help you.” 

“I’m not comfortable with that,” I said. 

“And I’m not comfortable leaving you here. Do you want me to go get Brett 
out of the car? He insisted on staying there because he said two of us coming to 
your door would be intimidating. But he’s pretty big on keeping women safe, so 
I’ll wave him over and let him give you the stats on violence against women in 
this state.” 

“I don’t have a boyfriend. And since most violence against women is 
committed by an intimate partner, I’m safe,” I said, growing more frustrated by 
the minute. I didn’t want to be treated like a helpless little kid. 

“I wouldn’t try the smart mouth with him. He doesn’t have a sense of humor 



like I do,” Derek Jennings said, showing no trace of playfulness. 

In fact, he looked stern. I was ashamed to admit to myself that I found that 
attractive, his stone-cold sober demand that I let them keep me safe. I knew I’d 
describe him tomorrow to my friend Ainsley by saying ‘he was so alpha’. I 
scolded myself for thinking like a horny teenager when I was supposed to be an 
independent woman with my first job in journalism. 

I leaned against my car, crossed my arms to try and look casual. When Cop 
#2 got out of the squad car, taller and bulkier than Officer Jennings, I felt my 
cheeks flush. I’d always had a wild imagination, gotten in trouble for 
daydreaming, but this was insane. I blinked back a good cop-bad cop fantasy 
that threatened to scoop up all my attention. I’d file that away, think about it on 
my own time once I was settled in to my new life. 

I extended my hand to greet the second gorgeous officer. His uniform was 
unbuttoned to reveal a black tee beneath. 

“Brett Harding, ma’am,” he said, ducking his head a little. He was hulking 
and handsome, his skin caramel in color if the flashing red and blue lights did it 
justice, black hair, and a dimple when he smiled. He had shoulders that looked 
like he could bench press my Nissan effortlessly. 

“Lynette Weaver,” I said, “I’ve had some car trouble. I told your partner here 
that I’d appreciate if you’d call a tow truck for me and then you guys can go 
home and rest. I know you’re officially off duty.” 

“We’re not leaving you here. We will wait with you until someone comes to 
pick you up,” he said. 

“You acted like he was going to throw me over his shoulder and carry me 
kicking and screaming to your car,” I said to Officer Derek. 

“I never said he was a caveman. I said he’s the protective type. Most cops 
are. It’s against our training and our judgment to leave you out here. It’s not 
happening,” he said. 

“I thought you were supposed to be the good cop and he was the bad cop. Is 
this just bad cop-bad cop?” I said, trying to make light of it. I just wanted them 
to go. I was embarrassed enough to find myself stranded with no money and no 
plan without attractive men fussing over my safety, acting like I was helpless. 

“We have a room,” Brett said. 

“What?” 

“She won’t get in the squad car with us. She’s not gonna go for staying the 
night,” Derek replied. 

“Uh, noo, I’m not,” I said. “How do you guys even know I’m not some 
psycho chick trying to set up a mark?” 

Both officers smiled at me as if that was the funniest thing they’d heard in a 



long time. 

“All I’m saying is, Derek let me bunk at his apartment when I needed 
someplace to stay. I moved in, paid my rent, and it all worked out. We could lend 
you a hand, let you bunk at our loft for the rest of the night. We’ve got an extra 
room.” 

“Uh, no. Thanks,” I said. There was no way I was going home with two 
strangers and spending the night at their place, cops or no cops. 

“Here,” Derek said, “Look us up on my phone, find the address, check to 
make sure we’re both on the force.” 

I tapped the screen and searched for their employment information—both 
were active duty police officers with over five years’ experience. Brett had even 
won a commendation from the mayor for rescuing a kid from a hostage situation. 
I located the address and went so far as to send it to Ainsley with a message 
saying, This is Lyn. Car trouble, stranded, going with two cops Jennings and 
Harding to this address. Call u tomorrow. Then I passed him the phone. 

“There’s a lock on the inside of the bedroom door,” Brett said, “We’ll give 
you the key. Neither one of us is looking to do you any harm. In fact, we want to 
prevent you getting hurt. Come with us, get a few hours of sleep and things’ll 
look better in the morning.” 

“She has an internship at Envy,” Derek said. 

“Fancy,” Brett replied, “Now will you get in the car?” 

“I’m not crazy about it, I won’t lie,” I said, “This was not the plan. All the 
electronics turned on me at once—the battery crapped out on my phone right 
before the dashboard lights faded out and the car died. I’m glad you stopped, and 
that the police in the area are vigilant and all that, I just don’t like needing help. 
That probably sounds childish.” 

“Not at all. It’s much harder to accept help than it is to offer it,” Derek said. 

“Is there anything I can load into the trunk for you? Suitcase?” 

“I have a backpack with the essentials. I’ll lock up my suitcase and my boxes 
in the car until tomorrow, when hopefully I’ll find a place to rent so I can unload 
it all. And get my car repaired really cheaply,” I said. 

I could tell it was killing Brett that I carried my own backpack, “I got it,” I 
said when he reached for it. He put his hands in his pockets, trailed after me to 
the squad car and opened the back door. Derek popped the hood on my car and 
peered in with his flashlight. 

“Does he know anything about cars?” I asked Brett. 

“He can drive one,” Brett said, “as far as I know, that’s about all.” 

“Great,” I said, “Well, he looks pretty official with the Maglite and the look 
of concentration on his face.” 



“Five bucks says he doesn’t know where the battery is,” Brett said, “I’ll go 
get him before he decides to try and repair something.” 

I settled into the backseat of the police car, gave the cage separating me from 
the front seat an experimental rattle. I fastened my seat belt, reminding myself 
how lucky I was that the cops had stopped to help me and insisted on taking me 
somewhere safe. The officers returned, shut off the flashing lights, and we were 
on our way. 

Derek drove, talking almost nonstop about can’t-miss things to do in the city. 
Brett was mostly quiet, attentive. He asked if I was warm enough, if I needed to 
stop anywhere to pick something up. He was considerate, while Derek was more 
outgoing. They joked around with each other like brothers or best friends, and 
the atmosphere inside the car was relaxed. I was comfortable with them after a 
few minutes, the way Derek tried to include me in the conversation and the way 
that Brett was concerned that I was hungry. 

They drove through for burgers, insisted on getting me something. I dug 
some ones out of my purse and paid my own way despite their protests. Soon I 
was chowing down on a bacon cheeseburger and sipping a Diet Coke in the back 
of a squad car. 

“Do you always take the perps for a burger before they go to a holding cell?” 
I said. 

“No,” Brett said, while Derek replied, “Only the misdemeanors. Felonies get 
tacos.” 

I laughed, stuffed some fries in my mouth. I felt better, warm and fed, and 
knew that these were the good guys. When Derek parked the squad car by an old 
brick fire station, I shouldered my backpack and got out. 

“We’re on the third floor,” Brett said, “It’s a walk up.” 

I followed them up the stairs and into a huge loft. The floors were painted 
concrete, the walls exposed brick. The kitchen was open to the living and dining 
area—stainless steel countertops and appliances, a huge TV with leather 
recliners facing it. A large canvas smeared with green and blue paint covered 
most of one wall, reminding me of the ocean. Derek dropped his bag and led me 
to a door. 

“We keep our workout stuff in here. Try not to trip over the weights. Brett’s a 
slob with the kettlebells. Here’s the key.” 

He slid a brass key off his key ring and handed it to me. I flipped on the light 
and dumped my backpack on the single bed. A resistance machine, a treadmill, 
and an assortment of kettlebells were strewn across the floor. Derek picked up 
several and put them in the corner, effortlessly carrying them. Although he was 
lean and wiry, he was evidently strong as well. His easy smile and his 



friendliness had put me at ease. 

“Hey, I just wanted to say thank you. This was above and beyond the call of 
duty.” 

“Not a problem. Towels are in the cabinet by the shower. You can have first 
go at the bathroom,” he said. 

I plugged in my phone, dug the sweats out of my backpack and took a 
shower. I toweled my hair off as I went into the kitchen. 

“Next,” I said, “and if I start picking up women with stories about my 
marathon times and my sexual conquests, blame the Axe body wash I used.” 
Brett smiled at me. 

“I told Derek, but I wanted to tell you, too. Thanks. You’ve been very kind.” 

“You’re welcome,” he said. 

“Good night,” I said. 

I texted Ainsley, Phone plugged in now. I’m ok, they r not shady. 

She replied immediately with, I want proof of life. Selfie or call now. 

Laughing, I took three pictures of the room—the pile of workout junk, my 
backpack spilling out makeup and socks, and a picture of me with wet hair 
sticking my tongue out. 

Now she could stop worrying, and I could go to sleep. 
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1 got up early to make breakfast for the guys. I wanted to cook for them as a 

thank you for coming to my aid and giving me a place to stay. Their 
refrigerator was stocked, so I figured they liked to cook at home. I chopped 
spinach and sliced mushrooms and tomatoes, cracked eggs and ground fresh 
pepper. I made a hearty frittata that smelled amazing, with some herbs and a 
sprinkling of cheese. I was cutting up melon and tossing it with berries when 
Derek wandered in. 

“Something smells amazing in here,” he said. 

He was shirtless. I deliberately put down the paring knife so I wouldn’t 
accidentally chop off my finger because I was distracted by his pecs and biceps. 
His low-slung sweatpants showed off washboard abs and a narrow trail of hair 
that disappeared into the waistband at his hips. I swallowed hard. 

“It’s the Axe body wash I borrowed,” I said. 

“Strange. When Brett uses it, I’m not the least bit attracted to him,” Derek 
said, raising one eyebrow mischievously. I looked down, color flooding my 
cheeks. 

“I think you smell the frittata. I wanted to make breakfast, thank you boys for 
helping me out.” 

“No thanks needed. We were both sworn to serve and protect.” 

“Still, most people wouldn’t have stopped to see if I needed help, much less 
given me a ride and a place to stay. I appreciate it. And I’m sorry I acted weird 
about it. I’m not used to asking for help or needing it. I’m pretty—” 

“And independent. Pretty and independent,” he said. 

“Um, thanks. I was going to say pretty cautious. I don’t get in the car with 
strangers, whether they have a badge or not. Thank you for being understanding 
and—for being good people. There’s too many bad ones out there,” I said. 



“You’re preaching to the choir on that one. I’m a cop. Nearly all I see are the 
bad ones, the ones who sell drugs and beat up their landlords and steal cars.” 

“That sounds miserable.” 

“Somebody has to protect the innocent,” he said, his mouth grim, “If what I 
do keeps one asshole from beating up his kids or getting behind the wheel when 
he’s drunk, it’s worth it.” 

“Careful, I might start to think you’re noble,” I teased. 

“I’m not. I’m just a man trying to do the right thing. That shouldn’t be a big 
deal. It should be what’s expected. Men doing what we’re supposed to—protect 
the weak, stand up for what’s right.” 

“That’s pretty revolutionary,” I said, “Next thing you’ll be saying that 
everyone should pay their bills and take responsibility for their actions.” 

“Exactly. People might start to think I’m crazy. I mean, I pick up strange 
girls by the side of the road.” He grinned, and I was pretty sure my heart flipped 
over. 

“I’m not strange. I’m just an intern with car trouble. I was really lucky you 
stopped.” 

“No,” he said forcefully, “every car that passed you should have stopped. 
That’s what’s wrong with people—no one wants to help. Everyone just wants to 
pass judgment instead of serving one another.” 

“Most people don’t want to get involved with somebody else’s problems. All 
I’m saying is that I’m glad you and Brett aren’t like that. You looked out for me. 
I won’t forget that.” 

“Are you like the Godfather or something? Because if you’re looking to 
return the favor, there’s a desk sergeant down at the precinct who’s always 
making me redo paperwork. You could have him rubbed out for me.” 

I gaped at him. 

Derek laughed, “You should see your face! I was kidding. Thanks for 
breakfast. I’m going out for a run.” 

As he went to change clothes, Brett came out, much less wide awake than 
Derek had been. He nodded to me, scooped food onto his plate and shoveled it in 
without speaking. 

“Listen I really appreciate what you guys did for me last night. I’m going to 
call a tow truck and get that sorted out this morning, maybe find a paying job 
and a place to live. I’ll be out of your hair soon.” 

He practically grunted, “You’re fine,” around a mouthful of frittata. He took 
his empty plate to the sink and, with a mumble, disappeared into his bedroom 
again. I wondered if my presence in the guest room was keeping him from his 
workout or if he just wasn’t a morning person. Or if he didn’t like me as much as 



Derek did. I admitted to myself at least that I was very attracted to them both— 
Derek with his flirting, his outgoing nature, and Brett who had been so 
considerate but was shier, more standoffish. As I got dressed, I found myself 
sitting on the bed, not looking up a towing service, but thinking of the way 
Derek’s rock hard chest and abs had looked—the fact that, despite the small 
town good girl that I was, I wanted to lick caramel sauce off of him. I stifled a 
laugh, imagining the look on his face if I asked to do just that. Like if I bought a 
jar of caramel topping and said, “Hey, if you’re not busy later, can I lick this off 
of your naked body?” I shook my head. The combination of car trouble and not 
getting the room I’d planned on renting had apparently made me crazy. Because 
that wasn’t the kind of thing I went around thinking about. 
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1 pulled myself together, made some calls and looked at online job boards. In 

no time, I hopped a bus downtown and interviewed for a waitress position. I 
could work there in the evenings, leaving my days free for the internship at 
Envy. Cinders was an up and coming gastropub that seemed to do a brisk 
business. I’d be waiting tables in a tiny green tee and black pants with a little 
black apron, hustling artisanal burgers and fresh kale chips to the hipster diners, 
bringing loaded pasta nachos to the bar. It was work I could handle and a 
schedule I was almost sure I could manage. The start time was really close to 
when I finished at Envy, and it would be a push to change clothes and make it in 
time. I’d just have to focus and be efficient. 

I dropped by the Envy offices—a glamorous chrome-and-white open plan 
affair with splashy black and red abstract art on the walls and impossibly 
sophisticated, beautiful women of every race and age at the standing desks, the 
coffee machine, the elevators. I was a little starstruck, but I managed to find HR 
and let the rep know I was in town and would report the following day on 
schedule. 

Miriam, the HR rep I’d been talking with, stretched to her full height of 
probably six feet, and with a toss of her long, tiny braids, insisted on giving me 
the tour a day early. She showed me where the layout for the next issue was 
being assembled, the computer bay where the graphic design team created the 
illustrations and stock photos for fill-in. By the time I’d been introduced to Liz 
Markham, the features editor, I was ready to squeal and beg for her autograph. 
The whole publication was every bit as smart and polished and sexy as I’d 
imagined. 

“I looked over some of your samples myself. The article you wrote about the 
campus availability of birth control was quite good, Lynette. I look forward to 



bringing you onto the team,” Liz Markham said to me. I wanted to clutch my 
chest in thrilled shock—Liz Markham knew who I was and had read one of my 
articles. Read it and LIKED it! 

“Thank you,” I stammered. 

“If you’d like to come a bit early tomorrow, we have a weekly staff meeting 
at eight on Thursdays. You’d be welcome to join us,” she said graciously. I 
couldn’t believe it! I was going to get to sit in on a staff meeting at Envy with 
one of the most award-winning features editors in the business—a woman 
known for her hard-hitting style, her insistence on vetted sources and verifiable 
studies, her refusal to settle for fluff about which celebrity was dating whom. 
She had the brain of an investigative journalist and the heart of a designer—the 
perfect blend of smarts and style. She was my idol. I had hoped I’d get to meet 
her during my internship. I never dreamed she’d speak to me directly or invite 
me to meetings. I was so excited I wasn’t sure I could keep from squealing and 
jumping up and down. Only the knowledge that I would look like a complete 
idiot kept me from indulging. 

I thanked Miriam like she’d just given me an extra kidney or something. I 
squeezed her hand until she said “ow” as politely as possible and took it away. I 
messaged Ainsley that I had gotten to meet Liz Markham. She would appreciate 
the significance of that. 

I visited several possible rentals—at least two of which looked like they 
should have crime scene tape around them. Seriously. One had blood spattered 
on the ceiling, obviously blood, which the landlord insisted was ‘probably some 
kinda spaghetti sauce that exploded’ nowhere near the kitchen. I’d paid the 
towing service, and my car was at a mechanic who promised to look at it as soon 
as he could, while saying something terrifying about how much an alternator 
would cost. By the time I returned to the loft, impressed again by how beautiful 
and secure the converted firehouse was after facing the reality of available 
rentals, I was reluctant to fork over the money for a few nights in a cheap motel 
and look for a rental on Sunday—my day off from the restaurant. I knew I had to 
get some sleep for my first day at Envy and the staff meeting where I couldn’t 
wait to watch, learn, and take notes. I was greedy—I wished I could stay at the 
loft again. 

I climbed the stairs, knocked at the door. Brett let me in. I was bursting with 
excitement about the internship, about getting a job at the first place I applied, 
but I felt a little shy with him. I would have told Derek everything at once, but 
Brett was more subdued and I took my cue from him, not acting bubbly as I felt. 

“How was your day?” he said, “Derek will be back soon. He went to pick up 
something to eat.” 



“Oh. Okay. Well, tell him I said thanks again and bye, okay?” 

I went to get my backpack from the spare room, feeling disappointed I 
wouldn’t get to say goodbye to them both together. Thinking already that I’d 
miss seeing them, that I’d imagined telling them about my invite to the staff 
meeting, maybe toasting with bottles of beer in celebration. It was a silly, sitcom 
dream, to have a supportive friend group excited about my success, ready to joke 
and laugh with me. 

“Wait. Please stay until he gets back. We’d like to talk to you.” 

“I—” I was about to make a smartass comment about if they meant to 
question me in their official police capacity. I wanted to snap at him because I 
felt discouraged and sad about my apartment hunt and about leaving the loft and 
the guys. But I reminded myself how kind they’d been, how wonderful and 
sweet. So I bit back my rude retort, shifted my weight, “If you think I should 
hang around for a few minutes, I will.” 

I set my backpack by the door, perched on the rolled arm of one of the 
recliners. 

“You could sit down. Tell me how your day was,” he said diffidently. 

“I’m sure you have enough on your mind,” I said, “I’m fine. I’ll wait.” 

“You can talk to me. I know Derek is—let’s say more popular with the ladies 
than I am. But I’d like to know how it went at the mechanic. Do they know 
what’s wrong?” 

“The guy said it sounds like the alternator.” 

“Can he find you a rebuilt part to replace it with?” 

“I don’t know. He mentioned the cost for a new alternator and the 
installation. After that I may have blacked out in shock.” 

“It might be a good idea to ask about a rebuilt option to save money. It’s not 
a new car. There’s no reason to waste money on a new part when a used one will 
work,” he said. 

“Thank you. That sounds like something my dad would say,” I said, giving 
him a half smile. 

“Then your dad is obviously a genius, like me,” Brett said, his dimple 
flashing in his cheek. My brain short circuited over his smile. 

“He is. How was your day at work?” 

“It was ok. About like most. I stopped in at the bar on Legion Street and 
nabbed a guy we had a warrant out for. He gets wasted and beats up his wife, 
skips bail. So on lunch break, I just stopped over at one of his favorite places and 
happened to see him. We went to the station and pretty soon the judge refused to 
rebond him thanks to his history. So tonight, his wife and kids can sleep easy.” 

“You went on your lunch hour to look for some dirtbag who hits his wife?” 



“Yeah.” 

“Most people just go get a sandwich or something on break.” 

“I got a sandwich afterward. I can do both,” he said with a shrug like it was 
nothing. 

Had I found the only two old-fashioned gentleman left in the world? It was 
weird and amazing to talk to Derek and Brett, to notice their innate goodness, 
their determination to look out for people and stop the bad guys. They made me 
want to believe that most people were like them, when I knew otherwise. 

“You two are like something out of an old movie. Like the Gary Cooper 
sheriffs, the good-looking lawmen who clean up a town and have excellent 
manners. I used to watch those westerns with my dad.” 

“Thanks, I think. I mean, I think Gary Cooper’s dead, so I’m going to hope 
that was a compliment and not you saying that we both remind you of really old 
dudes.” 

“Not at all,” I laughed, “I think it’s awesome.” 

Derek entered with two enormous bags that smelled deliciously of garlic. My 
mouth watered, and I swallowed hard. 

“Hi,” I said, “I was gonna take off, but Brett thought I should wait and say 
goodbye in person.” I wondered at once why I’d hung around there when it 
would be so much harder to tell them both goodbye together. 

“No need to rush off. Have a seat, we’ve got plenty of Chinese for dinner,” 
Derek said, his easy smile making me want to stay even more. 

I went to the kitchen and got napkins, asked if they wanted forks. 

“I can use chopsticks. Brett here needs a shovel. Just grab the biggest spoon 
we’ve got,” Derek said. 

I held up a soup ladle. Brett shook his head, “Fork’ll be fine for me. I need 
something better than a stick to eat with. If I was raised by wolves in the forest 
like this dude, I could probably manage it,” Brett teased back. I smiled, liking 
how at ease they were with each other, catching that same comforting feeling I’d 
had in the squad car—the easy rapport and playful spirit I felt with them. 

I sat down and decided I might as well ask for what I really wanted, 
“Actually I was wondering—I know I’ve imposed enough already, but I wanted 
to ask you something. Would it be okay if I stayed here one more night? I report 
to my internship in the morning and then to a shift at my new waitress job. I’d 
spend my lunch break looking for an apartment, and if I didn’t find one, I’d stay 
at a motel until I do.” 

“No,” Brett said. My face fell. I tried to nod, at like it was totally 
understandable, no big deal. 

“We want you to stay,” Derek said. 



“Not just one more night,” Brett put in, “We talked it over while we were on 
patrol this morning. Decided to offer you the extra room for as long as you need 
it.” 

I couldn’t believe it. I jumped out of my seat in excitement. I hurried over to 
Brett, hesitated when I was about to hug him and just patted his shoulder 
awkwardly. I shifted my weight, grinning. Derek got to his feet, rounded the 
table and gave me a bear hug. I was dumbstruck by the fact that I could feel 
every ridge of his muscular torso through his t-shirt. I remembered to clap him 
on the back like a buddy and pulled back. 

“Is that a yes?” he said. 

“Yes,” I said, “as soon as you tell me what the rent is.” 

“We can keep it pretty low. We’ve got this set up where the property taxes 
and the mortgage and everything is covered between the two of us, and we split 
utilities. I guess we can divide those three ways instead of two, and you can pay 
what you planned on spending on the room you intended to rent.” 

“No way, this place is way nicer,” I said, “I don’t want any handouts.” 

“You cook a really good breakfast. I’d be willing to take fifty bucks off the 
rent if you’d make breakfast once in a while,” Derek said. 

“I’ll make breakfast once a week,” I said, “Sunday morning.” 

“Deal,” he said, shaking my hand. 

I sat down, grabbed some chopsticks and rubbed them together. 

“You trying to start a campfire with those?” Brett asked playfully, scooping 
his food up with a fork. 

“Nope. I’m trying to scrape off the splinters. I always do that with cheap 
takeout chopsticks.” 

“Does it work?” Brett said. 

“I never had a splinter in my tongue so I’m gonna say yes,” I said. Satisfied 
with my scraping, I scooped chicken and broccoli into my mouth and made a 
sound of approval. 

We ate in companionable silence for a while and then Derek and Brett talked 
about a case they were both working, careful to avoid names to keep 
confidentiality around me. I knew they had to, but I was curious to know more, 
like the journalist I was. 

“If you’re gonna talk about the case, I’m going to shower,” I said, 
“Otherwise I’ll ask way too many questions. I’ve watched a lot of Law & Order, 
and I’ll start trying to solve the crime.” 

I went to sleep that night very happy. I had a safe, nice place to live. I liked 
my roommates, and I knew that Derek, at least, was attracted to me. There was 
nothing wrong with a little fun flirting as long as it didn’t go anywhere. It was 



harder to tell about Brett—he was more reserved, not as flirtatious. He seemed 
like a nice guy, like he had potential to be a good friend. Although he’d 
definitely be the sexiest friend I’d ever had. I would have to get my hormones 
under control if I didn’t want to act like an idiot around them, drooling when 
they were shirtless or working out or generally walking around the loft. I wasn’t 
the kind of girl who ogled men. At least, I thought I wasn’t until I met these two 
hunky cops. The next thing I knew, I was having a naughty dream about Derek 
—the two of us working out together, Derek showing me how to lift kettle bells, 
one thing leading to another, and then Brett walking in! When I woke from that 
dream, my face was hot with either embarrassment or arousal. I was afraid to 
wonder which one. 
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I—I or a part-time gig, the unpaid internship at Envy kept me busy. I learned so 
much at the first staff meeting that I got into the habit of going to any 
meeting I was invited to. I got to know a lot of the writers and designers, and I 
even got to sit in on a marketing meeting for the web site. I did a lot of 
responding to unsolicited emails and spec articles with a polite not-at-this-time 
message. I picked up coffee and people’s lunches, went to the post office a 
couple of times and once to a pharmacy to pick up a prescription for an editor 
who was in a meeting. I’d learned the bus route pretty well with my car out of 
commission, and I started to wonder if I should just sell my car when it was 
repaired. 

The only problem I really had was making it to my waitressing job on time. 
Theoretically I could make it if I left the internship on time. But I didn’t want to 
be unprofessional by leaving an email half-written or skip a stack of copies I’d 
promised to do that day. So more often than not, I had to run from the bus stop 
and still walked in a few minutes late. The fourth shift in a row that I didn’t 
report until nearly ten minutes after my shift started, the manager pulled me 
aside. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I should have left earlier.” 

“You seem to be having trouble balancing your responsibilities at the 
magazine with your shift here,” Ben said. He wasn’t unkind. I was pretty lucky 
that I hadn’t been given a work-ethic and responsibility lecture before the fourth 
day in a row. 

“What if we adjusted the schedule so I started half an hour later, but I stayed 
to do the vacuuming or work on the dishes or something for an extra half hour?" 
I offered. 

“We have cleaning staff. We have dishwashers. What we need is a server 



who arrives on time for her shift.” 

“Am I being fired?” I shifted uncomfortably. 

“According to company policy, you’re being formally reprimanded for 
tardiness. Three more tardies will result in automatic termination,” he said, “I 
don’t have a choice. I know you’re a good server, you get along with the other 
wait staff, and the customers like you. But you’re late every day.” 

“This is my fault, Ben. I appreciate you giving me another chance. My car 
should be done tomorrow, and I sure as hell need this job to pay off the repair 
bill. Maybe with my own ride I can get here quicker.” 

“Let’s hope so.” 

I swallowed hard and my heart sank. I’d never been fired from a job before. I 
didn’t want to be the flaky, undependable waitress. But the internship was 
everything I’d ever dreamed of, and I wasn’t willing to give it up, or to 
shortchange that experience for a waitressing gig, when I could, realistically, get 
another job as a waitress, possibly with different hours. I just liked it there, liked 
the people on my shift, and the whole atmosphere. It was polished but not 
uptight, and no one tried to grope my ass, which was a hazard I’d run into before 
in that line of work. 

When I went home after that shift, I was worried that I wouldn’t last the 
week. I sat at the kitchen table, chin in my hands, staring at the glass of water I’d 
gotten myself. I didn’t know what to do. 

“Watching ice melt?” I heard Brett ask, “We have TV, you know. I’ll even let 
you hold the remote.” 

“Thanks,” I said, looking up at him. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing,” I said, not wanting to trouble him. 

Brett flipped a chair around and swung his leg over it, facing me, “What’s 
up, buttercup?” 

“I got a warning at work. I’ve been late four days in a row.” 

“Your internship’s only part time, right?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So what’s the hold up?” 

“I get all these opportunities to go to meetings and events, and I never let one 
pass me by so I can learn as much as I can while I’m there. So then I end up 
having to stay late to do my filing or copying or emails or whatever I promised 
to do. And the shift starts so close to when my time’s up at the magazine—the 
bus has been a lifesaver, but I still end up flat out mnning to get to the restaurant, 
and with having to cross at the light and—these all sound like bad excuses. I 
can’t seem to make it on time. And policy is that I’m fired in basically three 



days.” 

“Have you tried telling the magazine people no? Like, I’d love to sit in on 
that but I have to finish my work?” 

“I have. I just end up dawdling and wondering what’s going on at the 
meeting and I still barely get finished.” 

“It sounds like you just want to be at Envy.” 

“Well, right. I mean, that’s exactly what I want, but I have to make money so 
I can live.” 

“What if you changed jobs?” 

“I’m going to have to. I’ll look around for a place that lets the servers start a 
little later.” 

“Why switch? Don’t you like this place where you work? Just see if they 
have a bartender opening. Tips are better at the bar anyway. I used to sling drinks 
when I was going through the academy. Made a damn fortune in tips on the 
weekends.” 

I looked him up and down, “I bet you did,” I teased, “And the bar’s open 
later so I bet they have different hours. That’s not a bad idea.” 

“I have those once in a while,” he quipped. 

“I appreciate it. It was nice of you to take an interest. I mean, you guys 
helped me out when I needed it most, and I don’t want to interfere with your 
dynamic as roommates. I don’t want to be in the way.” 

“If you were in the way, we wouldn’t have asked you to move in. I know it 
seems like Derek runs the show, and a lot of the time he does, but it was a 
mutual decision. And not just based on that frittata you made.” 

“Thank you. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t think maybe you got railroaded 
into agreeing to keep me around.” 

“You think I’m a pushover?” he said, a wry tilt to his eyebrows. 

“No, not at all, I just think you seemed more cautious, more self-contained.” 

He looked thoughtful for a moment before speaking. “I didn’t used to be. We 
can thank my ex-wife for that, I guess,” he said ruefully. 

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to bring up something painful,” I said, taking a long 
drink of water. 

“No, it’s fine. I’m okay talking about it. Now.” 

“It must’ve been really hard on you. I can’t—I haven’t known you long at 
all, but you seem like the least annoying person in the world, you’re calm and 
kind and respectful. I can’t imagine someone wanting to leave you,” I took 
another drink, and promptly choked on my water. My eyes watered, and my face 
turned red, not only from choking but from openly admitting how attractive 
Brett was to me, not just his looks but his demeanor as well. 



He patted me on the back a few times while I got myself together. “I think 
you’re being generous. We all have our faults. Mine was that we were sexually 
incompatible. We were only together a few months before we got married, and it 
wasn’t until after we were married that I found out Sara was a submissive. She 
wanted me to be her dom, to—you probably don’t want that level of detail, sorry. 
It’s just something it took me a long time to make sense of.” 

I wasn’t sure what the hell I was supposed to say to that. This was the most 
words Brett had strung together in my presence and it was more revealing that 
I’d ever expected him to be. I cleared by throat. “No, it must have been upsetting 
for you if that’s not, um, something you’re into.” 

“It isn’t, and it never will be. I grew up with an abusive father. It’s part of 
where my protective instinct comes from, so there’s an upside to it, but hurting a 
woman, even a woman who wants to be hurt isn’t something I’m comfortable 
with. She was very frustrated with me, and she started to seek a dom outside our 
relationship, which was for the best really, but also felt like a betrayal on a very 
basic level to me.” 

I reached across the table, covered his enormous hand with my small one. I 
shook my head. 

“I’m sorry. To love someone and then find out you were never going to be 
compatible—I can’t imagine. I don’t want to imagine what that must have been 
like. But please know that there are plenty of women who like tenderness. I 
would hate it if you had turned yourself into something you’re not just to please 
her.” 

“It was difficult. The kind of power games she played were not something I 
was going to understand. I guess I’m a simple man at heart,” he said with a self- 
effacing shrug, “And that wasn’t going to be enough.” 

I rounded the table and touched his face. He looked vulnerable, like he was 
trying to hide it, like he was about to play it off with a macho posture, but I let 
my fingers trail along his cheek and looked into those eyes. 

“Thank you for trusting me, for telling me,” I said, “And you’re more than 
enough for anyone.” 

I brushed my lips against his. Heat rocketed through me. The gentle caress I 
intended to give him, part affection and part genuine attraction, got away from 
me. He reached up and cupped my head in his hand, guiding my mouth down to 
his. He tasted of cinnamon, and his tongue was hot in my mouth. I shuddered, 
felt myself turn liquid. And to think I’d considered him the quiet, unassuming 
one. 

I drew back a little shyly. 

“I hope I didn’t overstep boundaries,” I said, a little embarrassed. I’d 



honestly never been that turned on by a guy before, much less one I’d barely 
known more than two weeks. 

“Not a problem. I’ve been attracted to you from the start, but I wasn’t going 
to act on those feelings.” 

“That’s because I fell into an old Hollywood western full of handsome 
gentleman lawmen,” I said with a shaky laugh. I couldn’t dismiss it as a joke, not 
when my knees felt syrupy with want. 

This could get complicated. 
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H got up the nerve to ask Ben about a bartending position. I had scrambled in 

right on time, skipping a bathroom break I desperately needed and declining 
an offer to go out for drinks with staff writers. I yearned to hang out with staff 
writers. I imagined it would be glamorous, informative, and very grown up. 
Instead, I was trying not to pee my uniform while I asked the manager for a 
favor. 

“I notice you made it in time,” he said. 

“Yes. I’m sorry about all the trouble. You were right about this shift, much as 
it pains me to admit I’m wrong,” I said as sweetly as I could. 

“Is this you quitting?” he asked. 

“Well, I have a question. Since I love it here but my punctuality with the 
schedule has been a problem, I wondered if there were any openings at the bar. I 
did tend bar my last year in college at McGillicudy’s near campus and Reggie, 
the manager, can give me a reference. I thought maybe the hours would be 
slightly different.” 

“We have two lunch bartenders already. We have three working evenings, 
but one of them is getting ready to go on tour with her band.” 

“So there’s an opening?” I asked with my most winning smile. He laughed. 

“We’ll try you out tomorrow night. The shift starts and hour later than the 
one you’re used to being late for, so try to be on time. I’ll schedule you on a trial 
basis for training. See if you can get the hang of the bar. There’s bar customers 
as well as service bar for the dining room, so it’s pretty hectic.” 

“I can handle it. Thank you, Ben. I can’t wait.” 

“Let’s hope you’re better at slinging drinks than you are at showing up on 
time,” he said sarcastically. 

I smiled, gritting my teeth only a little. 



Then I ran to the bathroom because wetting my pants wouldn’t make a good 
impression on the people at my first table. I got a chance to tell Gloria, the lead 
waitress that I was trying to change over to bartending. She looked at my v-neck 
shirt and smiled. 

“You’ll do great. You’re smart and fast. You just need a push up bra,” she 
said. I laughed. She didn’t. She was serious. 

“Oh. Okay,” I said with a weak smile and hustled some Diet Cokes back to a 
table of women sharing barbecued chicken nachos with extra jalapenos. I loved 
their loud laughter, and their giant orders of appetizers with their small diet 
sodas. Just being around them made me feel happy. I found myself missing my 
college friends. 

I finished out my shift and went over to the bar to talk with Jason, the lead 
bartender. 

“Ben tells me you’re training tomorrow.” 

“Yes, I’m really looking forward to it. I tended bar at an Irish pub near 
campus last year, but I have a lot to learn when it comes to more upscale, 
specialty drinks. Is that your primary crowd?” 

“That’s our female after work crowd. Otherwise, we do a lot of craft beer and 
we run a lot of G&Ts.” 

“I do a make a great lemon shandy, but that’s more of a summer drink.” 

“It’s more of a tequila crowd than a vodka one, when it comes to mixed 
drinks. We’ll put you through the paces, see how you keep up,” he said. 

“Thanks,” I told him. 

I headed for my bus stop, hoping that both guys were home or neither, 
because that kiss with Brett had left a lot of unanswered questions. I felt kind of 
weird about it, about trying to walk the tightrope between being platonic 
roommates and wanting more. I was definitely better off staying just friends with 
both guys. I didn’t want hard feelings, uncomfortable silences, a rift between 
them even. So I decided I’d just try to quit being so nervous about it and act like 
nothing happened. I’d be casual, relaxed, not touch him at all. Ever. Not even if 
there was a giant spider on him and he was asleep on the recliner. That way I’d 
never have to worry about that zing I felt when my skin touched his. 

Brett was on the phone, Derek was doing pushups, and I waved at them as I 
headed for the shower. I didn’t even stop to speak. I wondered who he was 
talking to, and I wouldn’t let myself ask or eavesdrop or generally act like a 
teenager. I turned in early, barely even Snapchatting Ainsley before bed. 

Bartending turned out to be fantastic. Jason and Cammie, the two non¬ 
drummer bartenders who were staying on, were total pros and lots of fun. They 
were dating each other, so their flirting and their sarcasm were always targeted at 



one another, both sweetly and hilariously. When it came to instructing me, 
Cammie was a genius mixologist who had me tasting different types of sugar for 
rimming sweet drinks and comparing salts as well for margaritas. She asked me 
my favorite drink, then showed me how to make an even better version of it, so I 
was sipping a blood orange margarita with a rim of superfine vanilla sugar while 
I made notes on proportions and which infused vodkas and flavored simple 
syrups to add to make standard drinks into something special. A few days 
training with Cammie made me a much more creative and thoughtful bartender, 
learning to ask a patron if she liked black currant or cranberry, if she’d like to try 
something different or if she wanted the comfort of a familiar favorite. Those 
simple questions turned into conversations, and I started to learn the names of 
people who came in most evenings. 

By the fifth day on bartending shift, I was confident that my trial period was 
going to turn into a full-time position. I was on time. I was making better tips 
than I had waiting tables, and I liked joking around with the customers, trying to 
get Mitch to try something other than his usual three Guinesses, hoping to make 
a drink that Jasmine couldn’t name every flavor instantly—she even picked out a 
splash of blackberry liqueur in a Singapore Sling. 

One night, Jason made pitchers of his special white peach sangria with a 
swirl of local honey and some colorful berries. Brett and Derek came in to have 
a drink after their shift and see how I was doing. I promptly served them both 
wineglasses of sweet sangria garnished with a sliver of sugared peach on the rim. 
Brett grimaced at it and asked for a beer. Derek drank a huge gulp and said it 
was delicious. 

“You bet your ass it’s delicious. He only makes it like twice a year. He only 
did it tonight because Peter and Cynthia brought him back a huge box of fresh 
peaches from their vacation,” I said. 

“Who?” 

“I don’t know. Peach people. People who like sangria. It’s some kind of a big 
deal,” I shrugged, “I’ve only been tending bar a week. But everybody’s acting 
like it’s Oscar night or the Super Bowl around here, and I’m all for it. We’re 
moving tons of nachos and artichoke dip and wings, and that means tips.” 

“Sounds like you’re having fun,” Derek said, “Can I trade this in for a beer?” 

“Absolutely,” I said, “How was your day? Any breaks in the case?” 

“We’ve got a new witness to question tomorrow, or rather we tracked him 
down and the detective on the case will question him,” Derek said. 

“Well, that sounds like progress if you can turn it over to the detective. So 
are either of you going to try to become a detective?” 

“Well, I’ve thought about taking the exam, but that would mean a new 



partner and less patrol work,” Derek said. 

“I’m staying on the streets. I don’t want the paperwork a detective has to deal 
with when I could be out in the trenches stopping assholes from beating up their 
wives and selling drugs,” Brett said. 

“So it would basically be a promotion that broke up the band,” I said, “I can 
see how that would be a big decision.” 

“It’s not worth the sacrifice right now. If I had a situation where I needed to 
go up in pay grade or I wanted more of a desk job and less time behind the 
wheel, that would be different,” Derek said. I wondered if he really wanted to be 
a detective, though, and that he just didn’t want to hurt Brett’s feelings by going 
for it. I didn’t want to pry. 

I went down the bar to fill some drink orders while Jason gave out samples 
of his sangria and people raved about it. Gloria came to the bar to deliver a plate 
of sliders to a customer. I slipped her a sample of cold sangria. She threw it back 
gratefully, leaned over to me, “Thanks, sweetie. Go get yourself a decent bra this 
week,” she said. I laughed, but I wondered if she was right. I got good tips. 
Cammie garnered way better ones. Either it was because she was obviously a 
better, more experienced bartender, or because she had her jumbo boobs out in a 
scoop neck tank top. I decided it was time to listen to Gloria, who had a pretty 
impressive rack of her own in that v-neck. 

I was busy slinging refills and laughing at jokes, but I managed to snitch a 
couple of chips off the guys’ artichoke dip platter. 

“That’s coming out of your tip,” Derek said. 

“Right, whatever,” I told him, stealing another bite, “it’s not like you’re 
gonna leave a tip anyway. We’re family. You know I’m buying your drinks.” 

“No way,” Brett said, “We’re paying customers.” 

“Crap, then I better quit eating off your plate,” I said, “But I’m totally buying 
your drinks tonight. I owe you more than a couple of beers, I can tell you that.” 

I smiled at them, slowing down for a second, dropping my sarcasm and 
letting them see the genuine fondness I felt for them, the gratitude for their 
friendship, even as I bit back an attraction I didn’t want to explain. Derek said, 
“Get over here,” with an eyeroll that told me he wasn’t a big fan of sentimental 
displays. 

I rounded the bar and he slung an arm over my shoulders, “Don’t go thinking 
I’m gonna watch Hallmark movies and crap with you, but we like you, and you 
don’t owe us a damn thing,” he said. 

“I bet you buy drinks for your friends, right? So let me. I’m not saying I can 
afford to do it every time you come in, but tonight, because I know you’re only 
here to check up on me and be sweet—don’t roll your eyes, you’re being sweet 



whether you admit it or not—I’m covering the tab.” 

I cut my eyes to Brett who gave a sigh, “Fine, just this once, and we’re 
leaving a tip. It’s good to see you happy at your job. Did they give you any more 
shit about the schedule?” 

“No, it’s working out just fine. Thanks for the idea.” 

“The idea?” Derek said. 

“Didn’t Brett tell you he was the one who suggested I should try for a 
bartending job? Since the hours weren’t working out for me as a waitress?” I 
said. I was surprised he hadn’t mentioned it, but this was obviously the first 
Derek had heard of it. 

It occurred to me at once that maybe Brett hadn’t mentioned that 
conversation to Derek because it was the same night I kissed him. I wondered if 
Brett had told Derek about that, and why I felt relieved thinking Derek didn’t 
know. It was like, in my crazy mind, I’d lose my chance with Derek if he knew I 
kissed Brett. Like I had any intention of getting involved with either of them. 
They were totally off limits. They were my roommates. My first friends in the 
city. I wasn’t about to screw that up just because I felt a pull of attraction, a tug 
low in my belly whenever I was around them. Derek still had his arm around me. 
I shrugged away, trying to ignore the fact that my heart pounded from his touch, 
and an answering pulse throbbed in my panties. I swallowed hard. 

When I took my break later, they were gone. I went to use the bathroom, 
wound up leaning against the stall door panting, my eyes shut against a vision of 
Derek and me crowding into that metal cubicle. My throat tightened and my 
nipples hardened at the thought. His hand tracking up my side, pushing up my 
shirt, his mouth hot and wet on my neck. I felt a surge of desire pool in my belly, 
my breath catching as I imagined Derek’s palm on my breast, his fingertips 
plucking at my ready nipple. My hips twisted. I slid my hand down my stomach, 
into my jeans. I wondered what it would feel like to have him grip me behind the 
knee and hike my leg up, open me wide for him, to plunge himself deep inside of 
me. Sweat came out on my upper lip, along my hairline as I rubbed, unable to 
stop myself as the arousal built. 

I gave myself over to it, helpless in the grip of desire. I bit down on my lip to 
keep quiet, eyes shut, rubbing my fingertips insistently in the wetness between 
my legs, finding the knot of throbbing nerves and massaging it. As my pleasure 
built, I could almost feel Derek nudging between my thighs, moving inside me. 
As my head fell back against the stall door, my fantasy kicked up a notch as I 
imagined Brett behind me, cradling my back against the wall of his broad chest, 
his hands working my bare breasts, his tongue flicking at my ear. I pinched my 
nipple, needy and shaking, furiously rubbing until the pleasure burst behind my 



eyes, rippling down my thighs and making me jerk and grunt. I sank against the 
door, panting. I withdrew my fingers from my wet panties, feeling ashamed. I’d 
never done that before, not at work on a break, not like some promiscuous girl 
with uncontrollable urges. 

Living with those two was bringing a side of me out that I never knew I had. 
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I was loving my internship at Envy, and I even went for drinks with the staff 

writers on my day off from the bar. The style department offered me some 
free samples of top brand cosmetics, and I scored a pair of foldable flats when a 
bunch of free ones were sent to the office for a review. I loved my cute turquoise 
flats, and I had learned to contour like a boss. I’d thought I was good with 
makeup, and I’d watched my fair share of YouTube tutorials, but I’d learned 
which Insta influencers were on the cutting edge and which techniques worked 
for women with my lifestyle and complexion. It was like a master class on 
looking my best. I hung out with the product reviewers for tips when I had any 
free time and learned a lot. 

I’d sold my car to pay for the repairs and had managed to bank almost five 
hundred bucks on top of that, which gave me a safety net on my bills. The only 
real hazard to being at the magazine was the constant temptation to splurge on 
designer boots or a handbag, whatever the must-have of the week was. I kept my 
head down and didn’t open any credit cards. I was a responsible girl, and I 
wasn’t going to get my head turned by pretty things. 

I spent most evenings working at the bar, my new black uplift bra doing its 
job under my v-neck and earning me fabulous tips. I was more efficient and 
comfortable with the clientele and knew most of the regulars’ orders. I looked 
forward to work and looked forward to going home to ‘my boys’ as I called 
them. Most nights they were watching ESPN in their recliners when I returned. 
Once when I was running late, Brett and Derek were waiting at the bus stop 
three blocks away, acting like they were going for a late-night jog. I liked 
knowing they waited up for me. Living with a couple of cops definitely made me 
feel safe. 

Maybe that was why I wasn’t worried when I left too late to catch the bus 



one night. I figured I’d walk a little ways. The cool breeze made me wish I’d 
brought a jacket, but it was a nice night otherwise. I figured walking would 
warm me up. I had my phone in one pocket, my tips in the other, and my keys 
hooked to a belt loop. I didn’t carry a purse to the bar, so I had my hands free to 
text the guys, let them know I was running late. I didn’t want them having to go 
on a fake run to check up on me. 

I didn’t see him until he had hold of my ponytail. I cried out and dropped my 
phone. When I reached for it as it fell, a foot came down on the small of my 
back, pressing me onto the empty sidewalk. I cried out because it hurt, and 
because I was terrified. I tried to push up with my hands, but he had me pinned. 

“Give me your money and I’ll let you go,” he said. I was crying, tears and 
snot on my face, fear turning me shaky and weak. I reached back and took my 
tips out of my pocket. 

I had the presence of mind to throw them away from me so he’d have to go 
get them. When he took his foot off my back, it came down first on my phone 
screen, stomping it, and then on my hand. I screamed and he went after the 
money. I wasted no time scrambling to my feet. I cradled my hand in my other 
palm as I staggered toward the bus stop. I got on, flashing the bus pass I kept in 
my bra, and sank onto a seat. I cried, sniffed, swallowed hard. I had to get myself 
together before the boys saw me. When I reached my stop, I tried to smooth my 
hair but I was shaking too hard. I made my way to the loft and fumbled, couldn’t 
get my keys loose from my belt. I knocked on the door, and Derek opened it. 

I must’ve looked a wreck because his face registered fear. He hurried me to 
the table, got a dishcloth, and started dabbing what must’ve been blood off my 
cheek. 

“What the hell happened? I got your text, but you didn’t answer when I 
texted back.” 

“He stomped—stomped my phone,” I managed, my teeth chattering with 
terror still. I held out my hand to show him what had happened. He got a 
package of frozen vegetables out of the freezer and covered them with a 
dishcloth, laying my hand gently on top of it. I shivered. 

Derek got me a blanket, put it around my shoulders, and squatted down by 
me. 

“Did he hurt you?” he said. I knew what he meant, and I shook my head 
emphatically. I’d been lucky. 

“So you missed the bus and got mugged,” he said, “Some guy took your tips, 
shoved you down, trashed your phone, and stepped on your hand.” 

I nodded, grateful I didn’t have to talk. He gave a grave nod, got up, and 
made coffee. Soon, I had a mug of the hot, sugary liquid on the table before me. 



When I couldn’t hold it without shaking, Derek held it for me, tipped it gently so 
I could take a small sip. I nodded gratefully and took another before he set it 
down. 

He sat across from me, “You need to make a report. I’ll take you to the 
station.” 

I nodded and sniffled. “Can it wait until the morning? I just want to go to 
bed.” 

He got up from his chair, came to me and stroked my hair. I flinched, 
remembering the man grabbing my ponytail. Derek rubbed my back, soothed 
me. 

“Of course.” 

I lifted my face and met his eyes. They were warm, furious, and protective at 
the same time. I blinked back tears. He was being so gentle with me. I shook my 
head, feeling like an idiot. I had, I thought, been careless. I had talked too long to 
Cammie and missed my bus, hadn’t called the guys for a ride, or even been 
paying attention to my surroundings. It was my own fault I’d gotten mugged. 

I think he must’ve seen all that play across my face, because he shook his 
head at me . He kissed my forehead, kissed the scrape high on my cheekbone, 
then brushed his lips to the corner of my mouth. I turned my head so my lips met 
his, warm and alive and safe. I wound my arms around his neck. He kissed me 
slowly, softly. I would’ve let him take me to bed right then, but he drew back 
gently and smoothed my hair. 

“Do you want to have a bath or just go to sleep? I think you need to call in 
tomorrow, have a day to recover.” 

I nodded, “I just want to go to sleep,” I said. It wasn’t true. I just wanted to 
go into his bedroom and let him make love to me beneath his hockey posters 
until I was sure I had survived it all. 

Still, when he walked me to my room, I leaned on his arm. I toed off my 
shoes and sank onto the narrow bed. He pulled the blanket over me as I curled 
up on my side. 

“Want me to leave the door open?” he said. 

“Yes,” I told him. I wanted to see the light from the living room, to hear Brett 
come home, to know they were awake and moving around in the loft. That I 
wasn’t alone. 

“Are you okay?” 

“No. But I probably will be,” I said, my resolve starting to falter. “Listen, it’s 
not like we’re going to find the guy who mugged me. It was dark and I barely 
saw him. Are you sure making a report will even do anything? I don’t want to 
waste your time.” 



Derek looked at me as if I’d sprouted a second head. “Yes, you need to make 
the report. You never know what little thing you might remember that will help 
find the guy. And even if we never do, you’ll have the satisfaction of knowing 
you stood up for yourself in whatever way you could. And, for the record, you 
could never waste my time.” 

“You really do take your job seriously, don’t you?” I asked him. 

“I do. It’s really my calling to help people,” Derek told me. 

“That’s very noble,” I said. “But once my dad finds out I’ve been mugged, 
he’ll insist that I move back home. I just don’t want to have that fight.” 

“You don’t have to tell him. ” 

“I hate keeping secrets from him, but he’s already worried enough about me 
being in the city alone.” 

“Doesn’t he know that you’re living with two cops?” Derek asked. 

“Yes and no. Yes, he knows I’m living with two cops named Derek and 
Brett.” 

“Okay, and?” 

“I may not have corrected him when he assumed you were a couple.” 

Derek nearly choked. “Wait. You let your dad think we’re gay? Do you really 
think he doesn’t trust you to live with who you think is appropriate?” 

“I know he doesn’t. He’s overprotective, but he’s led a hard life, a narrow 
life. He doesn’t get that men and women can be friends, or that it’s possible to 
make my own decisions without inviting a lifetime of misery and regret.” 

“That’s a lot of pressure. But you should tell him the truth. And you are free 
to do whatever you want, without his approval.” 

“But I’m not really. I love him, and I don’t want to worry him. If he finds out 
I’m living with two hot guys who aren’t gay, then I’ll automatically be in danger 
as far as he’s concerned. Like the two of you will take advantage of me or you’ll 
convince me join some kind of kinky sex club.” 

“We don’t belong to one of those...” 

“Well I know that and you know that, but my dad will freak out all the 
same.” 

“I wish you didn’t feel like you have to lie to him about who you are and 
how you live your life,” Derek said. 

“Me, too. Maybe in time I’ll trust myself enough and trust him enough to tell 
the truth. But for now, I just don’t think he’d understand.” 

“Then I’ll have to trust your judgment even though I disagree.” 

“Thanks. Probably the first time anyone has ever really done that,” I 
admitted. 
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1 didn’t take the day off after all. I slept better than I’d expected to, probably 

because I had two burly, overprotective cops in the house with me. I woke up 
to find my hand bruised but not useless. A shower made me feel like it was 
possible to face the world. I put on makeup, flat ironed my hair, and went to 
Envy. I did my work, skipped lunch to get ahead on some copying, and didn’t 
tell anyone that I’d been mugged. When I got to my bartending job, I tried to 
carry on like nothing happened. 

“How’d you do in tips last night? I didn’t count mine till I got home, but it 
was a big take for a weeknight,” Cammie said conversationally. 

I shrugged. 

“What’s wrong?” she said. 

“I didn’t get a chance to count mine.” 

“Did you have a hot date after hours?” 

I sighed. “No, I lost it all. I missed the bus, I was messing with my phone 
and I got mugged,” I said, sounding really grouchy. 

She engulfed me in a hug, scented with some floral Victoria’s Secret body 
spray, “Oh, honey, are you okay?” she said. 

“I’m fine,” I said, “I just feel stupid.” 

“I should’ve asked if you needed a ride when we left!” she said. 

“No, this is not your fault!” I said. 

“God, I just wish I’d taken you with us,” she said. 

“No, you live in the opposite direction. I just should’ve asked for a ride to 
the bus stop or else called one of my roommates.” 

“The hot cops? Honey, you live in a Magic Mike fantasy, not an apartment. I 
bet those two can dance.” 

“I don’t think so. They’re actual cops, not strippers in uniform.” 



“But they could be. The point is they’re good looking enough to be. Most of 
the cops I know, they look like they eat two-dozen doughnuts for breakfast. Not 
these two though.” 

“Nope, I’ve made them breakfast,” I said. 

“I wouldn’t mind making them breakfast and letting them eat it off me 
naked,” Cammie said. I laughed. 

“Hey, I can hear you,” Jason said sarcastically. She tossed a grin over her 
shoulder at him, and he smiled back. 

They were happy together and had obvious chemistry. He was always 
touching her hair, or she was brushing against him as they worked. It made me 
feel lonely. And horny. Because I lived with the two hottest guys anyone ever 
met, and I wasn’t even getting laid. 

The worst part was how confusing it was for me. Because when I first met 
them, I liked them, the ease of their friendship, how comfortable we all were 
together. I was attracted to Derek, unsure that Brett even did more than just 
tolerate me. Then I kissed Brett. Then Derek put his arm around me at the bar, 
which turned me on so much I went and masturbated in a bathroom stall. After I 
was mugged, Derek kissed me until I probably couldn’t have remembered my 
name. 

There was no way it would turn out well to get involved with them. I didn’t 
want to ruin our friendship and our living arrangements. If I pursued anything 
romantic with one of them it would mean we couldn’t all live together. It would 
be too awkward. And it could ruin their friendship as well. They were both 
protective of me, and loyal to each other. They were best friends. I respected that 
too much to endanger it. In theory. In reality, I was rubbing one out in a public 
bathroom because I was so hot for them both. Just thinking of them, either or 
both, made me remember I needed to stop to get more batteries for my rabbit 
tomorrow. Because those guys had me putting serious miles on my vibrator. 

It wasn’t just the way they looked. True, they both could pass for a fantasy 
brought to life, all lean muscle and work-roughened hands. But they were 
protective, caring, funny, sensual. Either one was enough to bring a woman to 
her knees, but the combination of both men in close proximity was practically a 
sexual powder keg waiting to explode. Or at least I was a sexual powder keg in 
their presence. 

It was baffling that I could be so strongly attracted to two men at once. I’d 
always been faithful even when it was just a crush. The summer I liked Ron 
Winslow, when I was seventeen, I wouldn’t even go out on a date when a guy I 
worked with asked me out, because even though Ron didn’t seem to know I was 
alive, in my heart I was ‘with’ him and wouldn’t ‘cheat’ with someone else. Who 



had I become around these two men? 

The rare times I was honest with myself, I’d admit that Brett and Derek were 
sexy enough to make even the most virtuous woman bite her pearls and think 
filthy things. They were extraordinary, and I was in a unique situation of being 
close enough to touch, but not letting myself. It was like staring through the 
window at the yummiest, most tempting cakes and cookies in the world, but 
being separated by that cold pane of glass from everything you wanted, 
everything that you knew was bad for you in the long run. 

After a few weeks of trying not to ogle them openly, I was ready to break 
that imaginary window in frustration and start licking things indiscriminately. It 
didn’t help, in fact it made it worse, that they started checking in on me every 
night at the bar. If I was working till closing time, you could bet that one or both 
of them, usually both, were seated at one end of the bar by the time things were 
winding down. I wasn’t by myself even to walk to the bus stop. 

At first, I was both flattered and annoyed. I even suggested that they didn’t 
trust me to walk two blocks without doing something stupid. But the truth was, 
they worried about me. Not because women weren’t smart enough to walk alone 
at night or because my push up bra meant I was asking for the wrong kind of 
attention. But because it was demonstrably unsafe for me. I’d been mugged, 
twice. I would walk alone again, and I’d get comfortable doing so. But I wasn’t 
ready, and neither were they. So I was grateful, and I gave them space to talk 
about their cases and they didn’t hover around me if a patron flirted with me or 
anything. They didn’t act like bodyguards or bouncers or those guys at strip 
clubs who make sure you don’t grope the dancers. I would catch their eye once 
or twice on my shift, and when I was ready to go, I’d get my jacket, and they 
would rise as if by mutual consent and follow me out the staff exit. 

We’d pile into the pickup, the three of us crowded together on the bench seat 
waiting for the heater to warm the cab. Some nights I could see my breath in the 
cold, and those were the nights I was happy to be squished between the two 
hunky heartthrobs. 

“I can take the bus,” I’d say, but even as I said it, I yawned and let my head 
tip against Derek’s shoulder, “You two are being so silly picking me up like I’m 
a kid at school.” 

“Oh well,” said Derek affably, “we want you hurt or robbed or any of the 
other things that happen to people in this city. It’s better than worrying.” 

“You two worry about me, it’s so cute,” I teased. 

“Do you wanna walk?” Brett joked, “Because a simple thank you is good 
enough. You don’t have to act all weird about it.” 

“Okay, fine, stick a pin in my balloon there, man. Thank you.” 



“You’re welcome,” they both said together, and we laughed. 

“If you’re not careful, you’re gonna spoil me,” I said. 

“So let us spoil you,” Derek said. 

He elbowed me playfully, like a friend. So I couldn’t explain the way my 
cheeks heated or the shiver of desire that rippled through me. I blinked fast to 
dispel the image that bloomed before my eyes, the pair of them spoiling me in 
bed. I bit down on my lip. I felt foolish, ungrateful. They were caring friends and 
I was using them as fantasy material. Granted, I’d kissed them both, but at very 
emotional times when none of us was acting like ourselves. It was to be expected 
that I’d get attached to them. But ‘attached’ didn’t begin to describe how 
confusing and wonderful and scary it was to be attracted to both of them, to have 
feelings for them both. 

I didn’t say anything else. I just sat, sandwiched between them on the bench 
seat, warm and safe, breathing in the spicy aftershave Derek always wore and 
tipping my head back onto his shoulder. I closed my eyes. It felt so good to be 
right where I was. 
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1 was back from another coffee run at Envy. My phone beeped with someone’s 

early lunch order. I sighed. I loved the magazine and the people I worked 
with, but the downside of being an intern was that more often than not, I was a 
copy girl and errand girl. I wanted so much to be invited to join the staff, and I 
wanted to prove myself, so it didn’t make sense to whine about picking up lattes 
and wraps for bona fide writers and designers. I didn’t want a reputation for 
being anything but brilliant and easy to get along with. 

I balanced the coffees in the elevator and delivered them to the right desks in 
the open floor-plan office. I was going to grab a water before the lunch rush 
started and see if I could squeeze in some copying, but my phone rang. It was 
Celia, one of my friends and secretary to editor Liz Markham, my absolute idol. 

“Babe, I have to pee. I’ll grab your lunch in a minute,” I said. 

“I beg your pardon,” said a voice on the phone. 

“Oh my God. Ms. Markham. I’m sorry. I thought it was Celia. Her number 
came up on my phone. I’m so sorry,” I babbled. I shut my eyes in 
embarrassment. 

“Lynette, when you’re finished with your rather urgent trip to the facilities, 
please join us in my office.” 

“I will. I’m sorry. Again.” 

I ran to the bathroom, muttering to myself the whole time about what an idiot 
I was. I washed my hands, touched up my lipstick; because a swipe of that 
Benefit sample was going to totally make up for my immature gaffe on the 
phone. I made myself take deep breaths and try to look composed, professional, 
not like someone who announced bodily functions on the phone. 

Celia waited for me at the door of the office, and as I went in, she squeezed 
my arm. 



“It’s okay,” she said. 

“I want to die,” I whispered. She smiled, shook her head. 

I took a seat, perched on the edge of it, facing the massive shiny black desk 
with floor to ceiling windows behind it, the killer city view of a woman who’d 
worked her way to the top of the industry. Awe and covetousness pushed my 
embarrassment aside a little bit. 

“I have a task for you if you’d care to undertake it. Sylvia Winchester, one of 
our relationship writers, has two stories on the docket for the next issue and a 
handful of online articles to complete. She’s in the hospital with an ovarian cyst 
just now. Should be on her feet in a couple of days, but she could use a bit of 
help.” 

“I’ll run right over. Which hospital is she in? Does she like tea or coffee?” I 
said. 

Liz, laughed, “Not that sort of help. We were hoping you had time to 
complete some research on an upcoming article for her.” 

“Absolutely! I’d love to help. What am I researching?” 

“IUD’s. The myths, the recalls, the lawsuits. I want actual peer reviewed 
medical studies, not someone’s cousin Ashley whose IUD fell out at a frat party. 
Something more in-depth than what’s already been done. I don’t want cautionary 
tales, I want scientific fact,” she said. 

“I’ll get started right away.” 

“Very good. I need sources and summaries in my email by Friday at 9AM.” 

“I’ll be ready,” I said. 

I couldn’t wait to start. It was a meatier story than I’d expected to get to 
tackle the research for—I had expected a softball topic like which brand of lip 
gloss was the least sticky. This, this was exactly what I wanted. A chance to 
prove I was smart, motivated, and a hard worker. 

It was Wednesday afternoon and I had Thursday night off. I could get started 
before heading to my bartending shift, but the bulk of the work would have to be 
done on Thursday no matter how late I had to stay. Celia hugged me as I left the 
office, walking on air. 

“You nail your first assignment, and she’ll let you do more. I know this 
woman,” Celia said. 

I texted the guys to let them know about my big chance and found an open 
computer station I could use. I logged on to the system and started by looking at 
recent articles in competing publications. Then I hit the major women’s interest 
web sites for their take and made notes. I wanted to know how much deeper to 
delve into the topic and what kind of research would set an article apart from the 
pack. Too soon, I had to take off for my paying job. As I mixed drinks and drew 



mugs of beer, I smiled automatically, all the while turning over the topic in my 
head, thinking about different angles and sources. 

I was quiet on the way home and the guys picked up on it. 

“This is my chance to prove I’m capable of more than just running errands 
and putting more paper in the copy machine.” 

“IUDs though?” Brett said, “All I know is there’s always some commercial 
on TV about if you got an infection or injury from this thing, call this number. 
That sounds bad,” he said with a grimace. 

“It’s bad publicity, for sure, and it’s not like other medical devices and 
prescriptions haven’t had lawsuits in the past.” 

“Hey, nobody ever had to have their balls cut off from taking Viagra is all 
I’m saying,” Derek said with a laugh. 

“If they did, it sure didn’t end up on the news.” 

“Anyway, I’d like to work on it more, but I’m beat. I’m going to sleep. It’s 
gonna be a late night tomorrow for sure. You guys just figure on me taking an 
Uber home, don’t worry about guard duty,” I said. 

“How late are we talking?” Derek said, “I need my beauty sleep.” 

“As long as it takes to finish. The research needs to be summarized, cited and 
emailed by nine on Friday morning,” I said. 

“Makes me tired just thinking about it,” Brett said as he unlocked the door 
and let me in. 

I crashed without even taking a shower. The next morning, I had coffee for 
breakfast, lots of it, and a powdered donut because I needed energy more than I 
needed to be smart that day. I was at the office early and deep into reading 
abstracts of studies published in medical journals. I managed my usual email 
tasks and errands, knowing I’d have time that evening with fewer interruptions. I 
could have made the excuse that I was 'working on something for Liz’ when 
given a menial job to do, but I didn’t want to be stuck up or try to skip out on my 
regular intern responsibilities. 

I settled in at the computer station after most of the staff left for the night. I 
kept a file open where I jotted down information from each relevant article with 
its citation. When I was satisfied with the rigor of my research, when I was sure I 
had enough information and then some, I tackled what I’d written. I revised and 
rephrased, put the article summaries in chronological order and starred the ones I 
thought were most relevant for debunking misconceptions. Then I opened a new 
document and wrote an overview in case Liz didn’t have time to disseminate 
eleven pages of medical study summaries. I proofread it and sent both files with 
the email. I did a happy twirl around the office when I was finished. 

I texted the guys to let them know I was done and going to get an Uber. 



We r downstairs, Derek replied. 

Ok, stalkers, I’m coming, I sent back. 

Secretly, I was so grateful for them, and couldn’t help but feel tingly all over 
at how protective they were of me. When I got downstairs, the truck was idling 
by the entrance. Brett got out and held the door open. I ran to him and hugged 
him. 

“Thank you. You guys are the best. I don’t know how I got so lucky,” I said 
into the soapy smell of him, his arm around me. He kissed the top of my head, 
then picked me up as if I weighed no more than a sheet of paper and swung me 
into the truck. I giggled. 

“I’m so excited about this project. I feel really good about the research 
summary I turned in.” 

“You are too young to be all work and no play,” said Derek. 

“This is an intervention,” Brett added. 

I laughed, “You two are hilarious.” 

“No. We’re serious. You’ve been working too hard for over a month now. 
The internship and the bar. You don’t go out and have fun.” 

“Why would I go out? I spend eight hours a night in a bar.” 

“Exactly. You’ll turn into an cat lady and start shouting “get off my lawn” at 
people who walk by if we don’t get this turned around. You need to have some 
fun, girl,” Derek said. 

“Yeah,” Brett concurred. “We’re taking you out.” 



1YT o. I just want to go home. I’m tired.” 

-L ^ “You won’t be after a couple of drinks,” Brett said, “and I brought 
you something to wear. Okay, Derek picked it out.” 

“What? You guys got in my closet?” 

“Yes. And it was depressing,” Derek said, “I grew up with sisters. Your 
closet should look like a costume trunk exploded in there plus one pair of black 
pants. But yours is just—work clothes and a couple of pairs of jeans. I had to dig 
to even find a dress that didn’t look like you were going to a funeral.” 

“Or a job interview. I mean, does anyone need that much black in their 
wardrobe?” Brett said. 

Brett handed me a wad of green fabric, the silly, stretchy dress I’d borrowed 
from my roommate last spring to wear to a frat party. It was green and short and 
off the shoulder. There wasn’t much to it, and I wasn’t even sure if my powdered 
donut loving ass would fit into it anymore. 

“Am I supposed to change in the truck?” I said. 

“I’ll close my eyes,” Derek teased. 

“You’re driving.” 

“Fine, I’ll make Brett close his eyes.” 

“I’m not shutting my eyes,” he said, “There should be some payoff to 
skipping hours of ESPN to pick you up from work every night and rescue you 
from certain death.” 

“Really?” I teased, “So I could just flash you my bra and we’d be even? 
Cheapest security guard ever.” 

“You mean all I had to do was ask?” he said incredulously. 

“No. Not really. I’m not flashing you..” 

“What about Celia? Has she seen you in your bra?” 



“Well, first of all, she’s a girl. Second of all, yeah we work at a fashion 
magazine and she took me into the sample closet and we tried stuff on.” 

“Did it get flirty? Was it small and crowded in there? Did you keep bumping 
into each other and giggling and then touching each other?” Derek said cheekily. 

“No. We didn’t actually film a porno in there. We just tried on clothes and 
found out I’m not a sample size. I tried to squeeze into a size four sweater and I 
think I pulled a muscle in my back and it did not look good. It took both of us to 
get the sweater off me!” I said. 

“Still sounds hot,” Derek said, “wish I’d been there.” 

I elbowed him playfully. Still, every time either of them touched me, from 
the curve of Brett’s hand at my waist when he lifted me, to the brush of Derek’s 
arm against mine as he drove, I had a frisson of awareness, like my body lit up 
inside. My skin was alert to them, every nerve ending and cell eager to just rub 
up against them. Maybe I had spent too much time at work. Maybe all work and 
no play made Lynette a horny idiot. I’d go out with them, relax and have fun, 
and maybe unwind a little. 

Derek steered us into parking for a club, and he and Brett got out while I 
wriggled out of my work clothes and into the dress. I let down my ponytail and 
finger combed my hair. I had to wear my work heels, but I already felt different, 
more relaxed, more myself. 

We paid the cover and soon we were bathed in a riot of purple light, the 
thump of dance music striking us in the chest. I grinned. It had been way too 
long since I’d gone out just to have fun. Not to pick up someone else’s lattes or 
try to network with potential colleagues. 

I bought the first round of drinks as a thank you to the guys, and I drank my 
mojito greedily after we toasted to taking a night off. I sat at the high table, 
perched on a stool, and took in the atmosphere. It was crowded and loud, still 
wild well after midnight on a weeknight. I felt tension drain from me—maybe it 
was the music or the company, maybe it was just alcohol on an empty stomach. 
But I grabbed both guys by the hand and led them to the dance floor. 

We started to dance, joining the writhing crowd in the lights by the DJ stand. 
I waved my arms above my head and wiggled my hips. I wasn’t a great dancer, 
but I moved to the music and let go. I laughed when Derek wrapped an arm 
around my hips and pulled me to him to dance. I looped an arm around his neck 
and danced with abandon. As the music changed, I felt my body light up and 
slow to a grind against him. I’d had to take off my bra to wear the dress, so my 
nipples were hard from rubbing against his chest. I felt the itch of desire in my 
gut, felt the burn of it, the loosening of all my muscles, the way my body wanted 
to open for him. I knew he felt my response because he ground his hips against 



me and I could feel his cock, the proof of his interest. 

For an instant, I wanted to run with him to the nearest dark hallway, to have 
him back me up against the wall and have his way with me. While Brett 
watched, standing guard, touching himself when he couldn’t help it, until I 
wrapped my hand around his shaft and stroked him while Derek thrust inside 
me. I shuddered at the image, pushed it away. I pulled back from Derek and went 
to the table. Brett had ordered another round and I threw mine back trying to 
cool the strange, filthy thoughts that had taken over. 

“My turn,” Brett said. 

By the glasses on the table, it looked like Derek was having a bottle of water, 
the designated driver I figured. I owed Brett a dance. I owed him more than that. 
I wanted to kiss him, my mouth opening for him. I wanted to be in his lap. It was 
the dimness, the music, the alcohol heating my blood, and the attraction I’d tried 
to fight for weeks. When he pulled me onto the floor, he drew me into his arms 
at once. 

“I let you and Derek have your time out here. But I want my turn,” he said. I 
wondered what he meant, if there was a double meaning. If he wanted me the 
way I wanted him. If he thought of me at night the way I had imagined his body 
over mine a hundred times. I knew I was wet for him, just from his words. Then 
he leaned in, nuzzled my neck. I shivered, and he felt it. 

“You like that?” he said softly, his mouth closing on the slope of my neck. I 
felt a dart of pleasure at that, and I moaned a little. 

He moved me to the music, but it was just that. Him moving me. I wasn’t 
dancing. I was holding on for dear life. The pleasant fuzziness of the alcohol 
smoothed the edges of everything around me. I stroked the back of his neck, his 
shoulders. His knee insinuated itself between my thighs, so his leg pressed 
against the heated, needy part of me. I ground against him, getting delicious 
friction, biting my lip. He bent his head and kissed me. Not like the soft kiss I’d 
given him in the kitchen that time. This was filthy, deep and wet, his tongue in 
my mouth until I thought I’d scream and beg for him to take me right there on 
the dance floor with everyone watching. I was ready to reach for his zipper, to 
take him in my hand, to whisper that I wanted him inside me, that I wanted to 
ride him, to feel him deep. 

Derek joined us on the dance floor, his body hard behind mine as I kissed 
Brett back. I reached behind me, looping my other arm around back around 
Derek’s neck. His head dipped toward me, his hand pushed my hair to one side 
and he kissed my neck while Brett plundered my mouth, his knee still between 
my legs. I was overwhelmed with arousal, desperate, ready to take either of 
them, both of them. 



“Let’s go home,” I managed to say, dragging my mouth from Brett’s with 
effort, “Take me home.” 



I\/I y body tingled with anticipation. I knew in the swirl of color and noise in 
■*■*■*■ my brain that we weren’t going home to pretend this never happened. 
We were going home together, the three of us. Somewhere that made sense to 
me, through the haze of tipsiness, I knew what I wanted. I wanted Derek and 
Brett. All the way. 

Brett got behind the wheel. Derek turned to me in the cab of the truck, a 
steamy look on his handsome face. 

“I want a taste of that,” he said, his mouth lowered to mine. I kissed him as 
easily, as eagerly as I’d kissed Brett, arms around his neck. We made out for a 
few minutes, breathing heavy, steaming up the passenger side window. 

“You taste like mint,” he said with a slow smile as he lifted his head. 

Brett reached over to pull me to him at a red light, rubbed his mouth against 
mine. My nipples hardened in response. He brushed his thumb across a tight 
peak, his tongue pushing between my lips as he pinched the taut bud. I moaned. 
The light changed and he withdrew from me, eyes on the road and hands on the 
wheel, leaving me so frustrated I could have kicked and screamed. 

“Don’t worry, baby, you’ve still got me,” Derek said in my ear, his palm 
cupping my breast through my dress, his fingers stroking my nipple. He kissed 
me, “That pout. You wanted him to keep doing that didn’t you? Your lips are still 
pouting. I can’t resist it,” then his mouth was on mine, insistent and sweet. 

When we reached the firehouse and climbed the stairs, Brett said he wanted 
his turn with me, picked me up and kissed me. I was messing up his hair, my 
legs around his waist while Derek opened the door. 

“Come on, you two, don’t do it in the hall,” he said, his voice grouchy. I 
laughed. 

“Are you ready for this?” Brett said seriously. I nodded. 



“I need to hear you say it,” he said, putting me down. 

“Yes. I want both of you. I need you both tonight,” I said, “I feel like it’s all 
I’ve wanted since the night we met.” 

“The water bill’s gone way up since you moved in,” Derek said. 

Confused, I apologized, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to—” 

“No, it’s not you. I’m taking two showers a day like a teenager, jerking off 
thinking about you,” he said. His filthy words heated my cheeks, heated my 
body. I blushed. 

“I’m on my third set of double A batteries,” I confessed. 

“Hey, I found that in your dresser when I was looking for clothes,” Brett 
said, “That’s a big one.” 

“A rabbit. Only the best,” I said with an eye roll. 

“I think I can make you forget the rabbit,” Brett said, his voice sexy and low. 

“You’re gonna have to prove it,” I challenged them. 

We went to Derek’s bed. It was the biggest, a king size, and we all knew 
we’d need the room. They stripped off their shirts, and I watched, perched on the 
edge of the bed like the luckiest audience in a private strip club. Both dropped 
their jeans, first Derek who wasn’t shy at all, then Brett. Derek, unsurprisingly, 
didn’t wear underwear, while Brett had on boxer briefs that only showed the 
outline of his powerful erection. I wanted to rip them off. 

Derek put his hands on his hips, showing off his impressive body, “What’s a 
guy gotta do to get some attention around here?” he said. 

Brett grabbed the hem of my green dress and whipped it up over my head in 
one motion. I stood there in my white cotton panties and kicked off my sensible 
work heels. He scooped a hand through my long messy hair and pulled me flush 
against him as he kissed me hard. I found myself skin to skin with the hottest 
man ever. I was surprised, too. I had thought Derek would take the lead, that 
Brett would be Mr. Sensitive like he was when asking if I was sure about 
everything. But then there was no more room for thought at all. 

Derek was behind me, his hands sliding around to cup my bare breasts. His 
heavy shaft pressed against the cleft of my butt and I rocked back against him on 
instinct. 

“God, you’re wet already,” he groaned as he kissed my shoulder. I knew my 
juices were slicking the length of him every time he rubbed his shaft between my 
legs, his cock sliding just against the outside of my throbbing sex, trailing along 
the lips and making me mew with impatience. It felt too good, and not good 
enough at the same time. 

Brett moved his mouth to my nipple, licking and sucking. I felt him back up 
to sit on the bed. I swung my leg over his lap, straddling him the way I’d wanted 



to. His big hand came down my stomach, between my legs. He parted my folds 
and slid two long fingers inside me. I could have exploded right then, the way he 
pressed, the way he went deep and stroked that spot that made me see stars. I 
moved against his fingers as he worked me over. I arched my back and Derek 
captured my mouth with his. Derek’s fingers moved down my stomach and 
stroked my pulsing clit as Brett fingered me. Somehow Derek’s tongue in my 
mouth moved in rhythm with the stroking and I jerked, scrabbling for purchase 
on Brett’s shoulders with my nails as I came hard, wave after wave, and kept 
coming. Shaken, I leaned forward, collapsed onto Brett’s shoulder as his arm 
went around me to keep me steady. Derek rubbed my back in slow circles. I 
clung to Brett and reached a hand back for Derek. 

“Whoa,” I said as soon as I could speak, “that was intense.” 

Brett lowered me onto the bed. I curled up on my side, Derek behind me, 
Brett in front of me. Brett stroked my face, tucked my hair behind my ear and 
kissed my forehead. 

“Lovely,” he said, a rare, sexy smile on his face. 

“I want to make you feel just as good. Both of you,” I said, not wanting to 
exclude Derek. They had, together, made me feel something so amazing, so 
intense. All I wanted was to return the favor. 

I was coming down off the strongest orgasm of my life and I wanted to make 
them feel the same way. I reached out to touch Brett’s chest, to trail my fingers 
down the muscled ridges of his stomach. I tugged at the waistband of his boxer 
briefs. 

“You’re overdressed. Let’s get you out of these,” I said. 

Brett lifted his hips and let me slide the trunks down his hips and thighs. I 
knew I made an ‘oh’ sound when I saw the erection waiting for me. I reached out 
to touch it, to stroke the length of him while he kicked away his underwear. 
Derek’s hand splayed across my stomach, his touch tender and insinuating. I felt 
a stirring in my blood again. So soon, but I wanted more, more of them both. 

I was stroking Brett, feeling him lengthen, harden even more in my hand, in 
response to my eager touch. I put my mouth to him. I’d never done that before, 
not with anyone in my limited sexual experience. I’d never even wanted to. But 
at once, I understood why people talked about it. The drinks had loosened my 
inhibition, left me a little reckless, and when my lips closed over the head of his 
cock, I tasted a salty drop of moisture and felt my inner muscles clench in 
response. As if my entire body recognized his taste, knew it was the herald of 
something incredible to come. He lay on his back, stretched across the bed, and I 
knelt beside him, one hand wrapped around his cock, my hair brushing his thighs 
and his stomach as I crouched over him, taking him deep in my mouth. I stroked 



up and down, my mouth following my hand’s path as I lapped at him with the 
flat of my tongue like I was licking a candy cane. 

Brett gave hoarse cries that increased in speed and in urgency. His hand 
cupped my head. I brushed my nipples against his thigh, trying to get stimulation 
that way because giving him head turned me on. I paused, looked back over my 
shoulder at Derek. He was sitting back on the bed, stroking the turgid length of 
his own cock with one hand, enjoying the view. I met his eyes. He cocked one 
eyebrow at me and grinned. He took a condom out of the bedside drawer and put 
it on, sheathing that pulsing length. I took Brett deeper in my mouth, crouching 
on my knees. 

Derek positioned himself behind me, took my hips in his hands to raise my 
ass in the air. With his thumbs, he parted my folds. I shuddered at his touch. 
Then I felt the heat of his tongue sweep into my slit. I moaned around Brett’s 
cock. He groaned as Derek ate me with his lips and tongue. I couldn’t keep my 
head, couldn’t concentrate on bringing Brett to completion when Derek’s mouth 
was between my legs. I slid my mouth off Brett’s cock, stroking him with my 
hand half-apologetically, my forehead on his thigh as Derek’s insistent tongue 
drove me mad, my legs quivering, and my hips jerking back toward him. I felt 
him speak against my most secret place. 

“I’m not taking you like this. I’m going to be buried inside you. You’re mine 
first,” he said it almost fiercely. 

My free hand fisted in the sheets as Derek shifted behind me, the head of his 
big cock pressing into my slit. I pushed back hard and felt the thrust of his 
penetration as he buried himself in me, balls-deep, in one hard push. I cried out, 
pumping my hand on Brett’s cock almost instinctively. Derek pulled out and 
then took me again and again, a heavy, deep penetration that left me reeling, 
bucking my hips back against him and wanting more even as he filled me. 
Brett’s hand slid down my stomach, his wicked fingers finding my clit and 
working it over with a steady rub. Then he made a v of his fingers and rubbed 
the outer lips of my pussy as Derek thrust inside me. I shuddered at once. His 
thumb rubbed my clit as his two fingers stimulated me outside and Derek’s huge 
cock filled me, hitting all the right spots at once. I thought I was going to black 
out as the pressure mounted, leaving me breathless. Derek was going at it hard, 
his thighs slapping against mine as he thrust, going as deep as he could. I was 
gmnting from the impact of his thrusts against my G-spot, and then Brett rubbed 
his thumb back and forth rapidly over my clit. I came again, screaming, my hair 
falling in my face, panting. I pushed my hips back to take every inch of Derek, 
felt him jerk behind me, stiffening as he found his own climax. 

Shaking weakly as he withdrew from me, leaving me feeling cold after the 



sweaty session we’d just had, I reached for Brett’s cock again, still hard but 
slightly forlorn, forgotten in the rush of my own orgasm. I was going to stroke 
him off, give him the orgasm he’d definitely earned. He shook his head, moved 
my hand away, kissed my lips. 

“That was too delicious. I want you—all of you wrapped around me. Can 
you handle it?” 

Handle it? I wanted it more than anything. I was tender down there after the 
athletic pounding Derek had given me, but I wanted Brett, wanted him to know 
he was just as much my lover as Derek was for that one illicit night. I nodded. 

“Yes,” I said, “I want you inside me.” 

He kissed my cheek, my neck, and then my breasts, one at a time. My skin 
heated again and, exhausted as I was, I felt myself already wanting to open for 
him. He said something to Derek that I didn’t hear, and Derek handed him a 
package. Brett rolled on a condom, took a tube of something and squirted it onto 
his hand. Then his hand, slick and cool, rubbed my tender sex, soothing and 
alluring at once, his lubed fingers inside me, making me wet enough for him. 

He spread my knees with his hands and moved between my thighs. He kissed 
my lips once, “Ready?” he said. I nodded. 

He didn’t make love the way Derek did, hard and deep and fast. Brett went 
slow, inch by inch, his cock moving into me in a leisurely possession. He was in 
no hurry, as if he knew we had all the time in the world, as if his patience would 
have a payoff. He touched my breasts, ran his hand down my side in a way that 
was half ticklish but made me grit my teeth. The truth was, I loved it, loved the 
way he was filling me more with every slow grind, loved the way he worked his 
way up until we were face to face with my legs wrapped around him. I touched 
his hair, his neck, his ears, his face. My eyes locked on his, the intimacy of the 
act striking me as deeply as he was within me. I was saying, ‘yes’ again and 
again. 

He kissed me, breathless, his tongue in my mouth, dragging his lips away for 
breath and kissing me again. I felt him spasm within me, on top of me, felt the 
tremor in those powerful arms that sheltered me. He kept pumping into me as he 
came, roaring his completion. He reached between us, rubbing insistently at my 
clit, his mouth fastening over my nipple and sucking it in deeply, his mouth 
pulling it harder until I bucked against his hand and sobbed, wrung out by my 
third orgasm. He withdrew from me, gathered me into his arms, and laid me 
beside Derek, who had fallen asleep on the other side of the bed. Derek turned 
toward me and draped an arm over me. I murmured something unintelligible, 
and my eyes dropped shut. 



W hen I woke, I wondered if it had been a dream. The hottest, sexiest 
dream of my life. I kind of hoped it was, since a dream wouldn’t make 
my living situation so damn awkward. And a dream didn’t make me some kind 
of crazy slut. I opened my eyes. Derek’s back was turned to me, bare and 
muscled in the morning light. I covered my face with my hands. I couldn’t 
believe what I’d done. How it could be so good and so wrong all at once. 

I peered through my fingers and saw that at least I was only in bed with one 
man. Brett wasn’t beside me. He’d probably gone back to his own room. I sat up, 
holding the sheet over me. Because I had decided belatedly that modesty was a 
value that was important to me, maybe. As I started to get up, Brett walked in 
with a cup of coffee. I couldn’t meet his eyes. 

“You okay?” he asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked. 

“No!” I said a little too quickly, taking the mug and sipping it. He’d used the 
caramel apple creamer I liked. Tears pricked my eyes at his thoughtfulness, at 
the friendship I had endangered with my recklessness. I pressed my lips together. 

“Thank you,” I said. Then I took the sheet and the coffee into the bathroom 
with me and showered. 

The last thing I wanted to do was talk about it. But it was all I could think 
about. I dressed and collected my laundry off Derek’s bedroom floor and without 
another word to either of them, I went to my internship. It was a hectic day, 
which was for the best because it left me with little time to think. Still, I found 
time. In the spare seconds when I wasn’t unjamming the copier or looking for 
more paperclips or answering an unsolicited email, there were flashes of 
memory. Derek’s face hovering an inch from mine in the truck as we steamed up 



the windows. Brett’s mouth on my nipple drawing it deep between his lips. All 
of it kept me on edge throughout the day. 

I couldn’t help but feel like I’d made a huge mistake. They’d rescued me by 
the side of the road, given me a place to stay, given me their friendship, and I’d 
used them both. Sure, they’d been every bit as on board with it as I’d been last 
night, but what if they too thought it had been a colossal clusterfuck? I hadn’t 
heard from either of them all day, which was unusual. They always texted me, 
and Derek typically sent hilarious Snapchats. I went to eat with Celia and 
downed an entire double bacon burger and onion rings. Some people can’t eat 
when they’re upset. I wasn’t one of them. I’m the one who asks for extra cheese 
on my burger and a milkshake to top it off. 

“What is going on?” Celia asked, studying my face. 

“Nothing. Just hungry,” I said around a mouthful of burger. 

I checked my phone to see what Ainsley had to say about the situation. I’d 
messaged her that I slept with my roommate, not that there were three of us in 
the bed, but that he hadn’t texted me all day. No word from my best friend who 
probably had to concentrate on her work instead of dealing with my angst. 

“You eat like a salad normally,” she said, “or half a sandwich. Never this. 
This is like eating with my younger brother. I’m worried you’re gonna eat the 
salt shaker next. Seriously, girl. What is going on?” 

“Nothing. Maybe I’ve got PMS. I was craving a burger,” I said. 

“Whatever. You know I don’t believe that for a minute. How’d your research 
project go?” 

“Good. I’m really proud of it. How’s the writer doing?” 

“She’s out of the hospital and working from home today. She’ll be back 
Monday. You’ll love her. She’s great, really smart.” 

“Awesome. I’ll be stuck making copies forever,” I said with a grunt. 

“Um, that’s kind of what an unpaid internship is all about,” Celia reminded 
me. “Besides, you have to put in your dues before you climb up with ranks.” 

I sighed and nodded my head. I was being a real asshole. 

“You’re right. I’m just in a mood. How’s your day been?” 

“Good. Liz is out of the office so mostly everything goes to voicemail. I’ve 
gotten caught up on a lot without the phone to worry about.” 

“That’s good. How’s it going at the new apartment?” I asked. 

“Oh, I’ve pulled up the carpet, and there’s hardwood! I’m watching YouTube 
videos at night to figure out how to refinish the floors. I can’t wait.” 

“That’s awesome. If you need any help, let me know. I’m not that handy at 
home repairs, but I can bring wine and supervise,” I said. 

“Oh, I’ll need wine and supervision. I’ll call you when I’m ready for it,” she 



said. She took a last sip of her water and looked at her watch. “Ugh. We need to 
get back.” 

“I know,” I said, stuffing the last two onion rings in my mouth and leaving a 
tip on the table. 

All afternoon, I thought about Brett and Derek. I almost texted either or both 
of them, but I had no idea what to say. I’m sorry I fucked both of you? It was 
amazing? I’m sorry? Let’s pretend that never happened? Let’s do it again? I 
couldn’t even untangle how I felt about it, much less how to put that into words. 

When I got to the bar, I was nervous. They’d come in during my shift, I 
knew, because they always did. I didn’t know how to act around them now, or 
what I’d say. I knew it would be a relief to see them after being in suspense all 
day, worrying if they thought ill of me or if they regretted it. I regretted the angst 
and the drama of the aftermath, but I was pretty sure after thinking about it most 
of the day that I didn’t regret what we did. I had some swampy feelings that I 
was promiscuous , but that was my father’s voice in my head, not mine. I hadn’t 
been coerced. I hadn’t done anything I didn’t want to do. So all that held me 
back was concern about how Derek and Brett felt, and the qualms that came 
from my very traditional upbringing. 

The other workers noticed I was quieter than usual, but I did my job and 
didn’t make too many mistakes even though I was preoccupied, watching the 
door, checking the stools where they usually sat. Halfway through my shift, they 
still hadn’t come in. It was at least an hour later than they usually arrived. I 
swallowed hard. The suspense was killing me. 



13 


O n my break, I called Derek. I figured he was the more likely one to tell me 
the problem straight out. He was more outgoing and straightforward than 
the more reserved and sensitive Brett. So I called him for my answer. 

“Hello?” he answered. 

“Hi,” I said, my voice sounding small. I cleared my throat, suddenly not 
wanting to talk about it, seized with something like panic, “Um, you guys didn’t 
come in tonight and I just wanted to see if something was wrong. If, you know, I 
fucked everything up last night.” 

“What?” he asked, sounding genuinely confused. 

“ You know. For getting wasted and using my two best friends like they’re 
my personal harem,” I muttered, hoping really hard that no one else would come 
into the bathroom while I made my call. 

Derek laughed. It was a loud whoop. I felt lighter at once. 

“ Babe, we’re shorthanded at work. Flu’s got three guys down so we’re 
working a double shift. We should be off in time to pick you up at closing.” 

I leaned back against the wall, sagged with relief. I could hear talking in the 
background of the call and a bark of laughter. 

“Yeah, I told Brett you thought we were pissed off. He thinks it’s funny, too,” 
Derek said reassuringly. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I got all caught up in my own head, thinking I’d screwed 
everything up for good. You’re both the greatest, and I don’t want to do anything 
to hurt either of you, ever.” 

“You’re too much,” Derek said, “You didn’t take advantage of us. Way I see 
it is, we went out, it got a little wild, we had some fun.” 

I smiled at Derek’s typical upbeat view of things. I liked that about him. He 
didn’t overcomplicate things, and he didn’t look for ways to be offended. I told 



him so. 

“Thanks for being so cool about everything. I felt weird about it,” I admitted, 
“I still do, but you and Brett being so understanding has really made me feel 
better.” 

“Of course. It’s gonna take a lot more than a great night of crazy hot sex to 
get rid of us. See you later,” he said, “We just got a call.” 

I went back behind the bar feeling more at ease, more focused. I laughed and 
smiled with the patrons and made sure everyone was having a good time and had 
their drinks refilled quickly. The knot that had clutched in my stomach all day 
finally loosened. 



14 


LJ ight before closing, Derek came into the bar. He looked tired—which 
pulling a sixteen-hour shift will do. I didn’t overthink it. I just reacted. I 
darted across the room and hugged him. Not a take-me-now move, but a glad-to- 
see-you hug. He hugged me back, lifting me a little off my feet, and all the 
pieces of me that had felt scattered all day slid back into place. I could finally 
take a deep breath. 

I stepped back, smiled, got behind the bar and pulled him a beer. He drank 
gratefully. I grabbed the artichoke dip and chips I’d put aside for myself and 
offered it to him. He scooped savory dip on a chip and started shoveling it in. 

“Brett’s in the truck?” I said. He nodded, mouth full. I leaned on the bar, glad 
to see him eating, relaxed, friendly with me. 

“He can come in and have a drink,” I offered. 

“He’ll eat my dip,” Derek said through another mouthful. I laughed and 
texted Brett to come on inside. 

When he walked in, I felt a little shy. I’d been able to run up and hug Derek, 
but for some reason, I felt bashful around Brett. Maybe I didn’t think I knew him 
as well, or maybe what we’d done—missionary style with Derek asleep on the 
bed, had felt more intimate, less playful. Either way, I just nodded my head at 
him and got him a drink. He grabbed a handful of chips off the appetizer I’d 
given Derek, and the two of them squabbled about who was eating the most dip. 
It was like a soothing balm to me, their talk and laughter, the closeness I felt with 
them. 

When I was done cleaning up and the guys had polished off all of the dip, we 
headed out. I sat between them in the truck as usual. I felt at sea, unsure of what 
to say. 

“We have to talk,” Brett said. 



“Wait’ll we get home,” Derek said. 

“All right. Burgers?” he said. 

“You just ate!” I said indignantly, a little sorry that I hadn’t snatched any 
chips. 

“You haven’t,” Derek pointed out. I shrugged. 

“I had a burger for lunch.” 

“Taco?” 

“No, I could eat another burger. I was just saying.” 

We drove through, and I remembered the first night we met, how they took 
me to get something to eat and gave me a place to stay. How safe I’d felt with 
them from the start. This hadn’t changed anything. They were still taking care of 
me, still men I could trust. 

As we sat elbow to elbow in the crowded cab of the truck, eating delicious 
salty food out of greasy wax paper, I just soaked in the contented silence. I stole 
a fry from Brett’s box while he made a left turn, and then I grinned at him. Derek 
grabbed one of my onion rings. 

At home, I started pacing back and forth in front of the TV. The guys sat 
down at their usual seats in their recliners, and I faced them. 

“I know we have to talk,” I said, feeling anxious again, “but before we start, 
I just want to say again that I never meant to hurt either of you or to take 
advantage of your friendship.” I bit my lip. 

Derek turned to Brett, “I told you she thinks she roofied us. Lynette’s on a 
guilt trip.” 

Brett gave a half shrug, “Some people feel guilty about sex. It’s our culture.” 

“See, that’s understanding of you. I think it’s kind of insulting that she thinks 
we didn’t make our own choices,” Derek said, turning to me, “We’re both 
attracted to you. We’re consenting adults. So enough with the blame and crap. 
No one needs you to feel bad about this or to be sorry.” 

I nodded and found myself unable to speak for a minute. 

“You know, you can sit down,” Brett said. “Your pacing is making me 
nervous.” 

I walked over a little hesitantly and sat down on the arm of his recliner. He 
hooked an arm around my hips. 

“This is weird for us, too. Brett and I are best friends but we’re not, you 
know, that friendly with each other,” Derek said expressively. 

“We don’t pick up women and have threesomes,” Brett clarified, “It’s not a 
habit of ours.” 

“I never did a three way before last night,” Derek said. 

“Me either,” I said. 



“I had,” Brett said. I was a little surprised but tried not to show it. 

I patted his arm, not sure of what to say to that. 

“I liked it,” I said, blushing, “There, I said it.” 

“Uh, I think we both noticed that you liked it,” Derek said archly. They both 
laughed, and I joined in. 

“Okay, so maybe it was obvious.” 

“You said oh god so many times I was a little worried you were trying to cast 
out a demon,” Brett said. Derek snorted with laughter. I turned red and tried not 
to laugh. 

“Five stars and you’d recommend it to a friend?” Brett said. 

“Who knew you were the funny one?” I said, “I guess you just needed to get 
laid. Brought out your sense of humor.” 

“I’ve always been the funny one,” he said with his dry sarcasm. 

“Seriously though Lyn, how are you feeling about all of it?” Brett asked. 

I cleared my throat. “You mean about the—" 

“Threesomes? Menage a trois? Three-way?” Derek supplied. 

“Yeah, that. I mean, I was always a total good girl. I wanted my dad to be 
proud of me, and I was too shy to do anything wild. I never even tried beer till I 
was eighteen. So this is very new for me. I didn’t know this was something I 
would ever do or be interested in. So it’s strange for me. But, as I said, I liked it. 
Maybe it’s because it was with you two and you make me feel safe.” 

“I’m glad it was with you, with someone who cares enough to be concerned 
with how we felt about it. For anything like that to work, there has to be a level 
of trust and safety. I think the fact that we have that together, the three of us, 
already, is—" 

“Amazing,” Derek supplied. 

“A surprise,” I said. 

Brett put and arm around me and kissed my head. “That’s my girl,” he said 
fondly. 

“Our girl,” Derek corrected. 

I turned so my face was buried in Brett’s shirt, still feeling shy even with all 
the frank talk. 

“I am your girl,” I said to them both, “One of the guys who works at the pub 
asked me out last week and I didn’t even consider it. Because I feel like I kind of 
have what I need already. I live with two great guys, and you are my best 
friends,” I said. 

“I don’t want you seeing anyone else,” Derek said, “And I don’t want to see 
anyone else either. It would be weird. I don’t want to let anyone else in to this.” 

“I don’t want to,” I confided, “I’d rather have burgers with you guys, ignore 



ESPN, snuggle up, and relax.” 

“There’s a problem here,” Brett said, “We bought these recliners. You don’t 
have your own chair. We need—a couch. A big one. Because otherwise you have 
to pick one of us to sit with. We’d have to take turns being the one you curl up 
with. And I’m fine sharing with Derek, but I’d still mutter 'bastard’ under my 
breath if you sat with him instead,” Brett said. I laughed. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah,” he said, looking a little embarrassed. Derek laughed, too. 

“I think we need to buy a sectional. One of those big awesome ones with a 
recliner on both ends and, like, cup holders,” Derek said. 

“Yeah, we can do that. Anyone want to go furniture shopping this weekend?” 
Brett asked. 

“I’m in,” I said, smiling, feeling warm and flattered. 

“So, this is going to work for us,” Derek said, “We’re in this together. We 
keep it exclusive, no seeing other people for as long as this lasts. Agreed?” 

“Agreed,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Brett said. 

“I think we should make a date to check in, make sure everyone wants to 
continue,” Brett said. 

“That’s smart,” I said, “Although I feel pretty spoiled so it isn’t like I’m 
going to go, oh I’m bored with you two hot men.” 

“Sunday brunch,” Derek said. Derek, the least likely human to ever say the 
word ‘brunch’. “We’ll have a brunch once a month and talk about whatever’s 
bugging us, just get in touch with each other.” 

“I think there’s going to be plenty of touching,” Brett said. 

“God, you’re the worst,” I laughed, “this is serious.” 

“It’s new for all of us, and we need ground rules, but we need to make this 
our own, like us. Sometimes we act really stupid and laugh a lot,” Derek said. 

“Fair enough,” I said, “Practice safe sex, keep it exclusive, be honest, meet 
for brunch,” I said. 

“Yep, that sounds perfect,” Brett said. 

Derek chose that moment to tickle me. I doubled over in his lap, my foot 
connecting with his jaw as I kicked and wriggled helplessly. 

“Shit, okay she has boundaries. No tickling,” he said. 

“Sorry,” I said, “I can’t control my feet when someone tickles me. It’s like 
fight or flight,” I said with a giggle. Derek hauled me against his chest, eyes 
darkening. I felt the tug of attraction in my stomach, and my arm went around 
his neck as he lowered his mouth to mine. 

“Mmm,” I said as his tongue slid in my mouth, my hand threading through 



his silky hair. 

I coiled into his lap, pressing myself against him, reveling in every sensation 
that bloomed inside me. 

“Somebody’s thirsty,” Brett said sarcastically. 

I was aware that he got up, that he leaned over the pair of us. He touched my 
back. I reluctantly broke my kiss with Derek to look at him. 

“No pairing off, either,” he said. I nodded. 

“That’s fair. I know how I’d feel if the two of you went off together and 
locked me out,” Derek said. 

“Me, too,” I said, and Brett rolled his eyes. 

“That won’t be a problem,” he assured me. 

“I’m serious. I don’t want to cause trouble between you. I don’t want there to 
be jealousy,” I said carefully, although my nipples were hard and my whole body 
wanted to get back to what Derek and I had been doing—making out in the 
chair. His hand still cupped my backside, fingers stroking there absently in a way 
that set me on fire. 

“Agreed,” Brett said, and Derek nodded. I got off Derek’s lap, scrambling to 
my feet without much grace. 

“I’m going to go to bed. By myself. Now that we have cleared things up a 
bit,” I said 

I stood on tiptoe to kiss Brett good night. I thought he might grab me 
possessively or something, but he accepted the gentle kiss and went to his room. 
I dropped a soft kiss on Derek’s lips as well and went to bed. I slept well, 
looking forward to spending more time with my guys, in and out of bed. And 
possibly a sectional couch. 



15 


1 got called to Liz Markham’s office the next day. I was ready to defend my 

research like it was a dissertation. I knew my topic. I wanted to impress her 
with my knowledge, prove I could do more. I entered her office and took a seat. 
When she finished typing at her computer, she turned to me and removed her 
reading glasses. I tried to wipe my sweaty palms on my skirt. She was, after all, 
my supreme role model. I slanted my legs, knees together, hoping for the poise 
of Kate Middleton. A younger, clammy Kate Middleton. 

“Now, Lynette, I reviewed your research before passing it along to the writer. 
She’s an excellent writer, incredible work ethic—she’s the pulse of our online 
content, in fact. She was very pleased with the depth of information you 
provided her. I was also pleased with what I read. Your summary was intelligent 
and well-written but brief. Of all things, I despise a flowery, overblown summary 
written by an intern who’s showing off. Your professionalism has paid off,” she 
said. 

I sat there, glowing under her praise. Though her face was stern, it was not 
unkind. I tried to think of a mature and professional response to this, something 
other than clapping my hands, hugging her, and saying thank you a thousand 
times like a fangirl. 

“I appreciate that,” I said, “What do you consider areas where I could 
improve? I would love to have constructive criticism from you if you have 
time.” I did not, in fact, want constructive criticism. I wanted her to spend the 
next hour repeating how fabulous I was and how my work was awesome. But it 
seemed like the right thing to say—like I was willing to learn and develop my 
writing to reach her standard. I wanted to sound the opposite of show-offy, like 
the ideal candidate for a paid position. 

“I’m glad you asked. I realize it was purely an expository assignment, and 



you treated it as such. But you were rather conservative in what you included. 
There was no mention of the hazards of IUD dislodgment from certain sexual 
practices or any discussion of effect on sexual pleasure. It was, in a sense, the 
perfect summary but rather narrow. I’d like to see you be a bit more creative.” 

“I see. I’ll make note of that and do some writing exercises to try and be 
more open minded in my work,” I said, a little confused. 

Had she wanted me to make IUDs and lawsuits sexy? What kind of sexual 
practices was she talking about? I hadn’t thought she’d criticize me for being too 
objective and professional in my summary. It was like being told my resume 
looked good but that I should’ve included a picture of my boobs. 

“You appear puzzled. What I’m saying is that you need to expand your 
horizons. If your CV is to be believed, and I suspect it is, you’re a nice girl from 
a small town who’s in the city for the first time. It’s a charming if familiar 
narrative. To write for a glossy or its online presence, you need to be more 
adventurous. Experience life.” 

“Are you saying I’m too young?” I asked. 

“I’m saying you seem younger than you are because you’re rather 
wholesome and inexperienced. I’m not suggesting anything drastic, merely that 
you read more widely and acquaint yourself with topics and lifestyles that are 
unfamiliar. I’d be happy to recommend some online publications that deal with 
issues of diversity, the spectrum of sexuality.” 

“I’d appreciate that,” I said a little tightly. I knew I had a sheltered life, that I 
was the girl next door. But being told that it was a shortcoming by Liz Markham 
made me bristle. 

“I’ll have Celia send you a reading list. In the meantime, live fully. Explore 
neighborhoods you haven’t visited, try food you’ve never heard of. I’d like you 
to give me a list of three prospective topics for an article. Something that would 
set you outside the confines of your experience. A subject you consider edgy and 
intriguing. Have the topics by the end of the week for a spec article. I want you 
to push your boundaries, be less by-the-book. Your research skills were 
impressive and thorough. I want to see what else you can do. We’ll meet 
Thursday afternoon to discuss. This is your opportunity, Lynette. I’m willing to 
help you.” 

“I—thank you. That’s amazing,” I said, now feeling less put off and more 
excited. 

“I will mentor you through polishing up the finished product for possible 
feature in a future issue.” 

“Thank you so much,” I said, standing and shaking her hand, “I won’t 
disappoint you.” 



I left feeling elated. She wasn’t saying I was too young or too simple. She 
was giving me a chance to spread my wings. I wanted to impress her, wanted her 
to be astounded that I was so dedicated, so bright and creative. I couldn’t wait to 
tell the guys. 

Celia wasn’t at her desk when I left the office, so I just texted Ainsley who 
sent a string of happy emojis , stars, and flamenco dancers as her response. I 
messaged Derek and Brett saying I’d buy them both a drink at the bar during my 
shift, that I had a reason to celebrate. A thrill of heat ran through me. I was 
turned on just thinking of them. 

The fact was, that very morning I’d stumbled into Derek when he was 
wearing nothing but a towel. He was very muscular and still wet along his 
collarbone from the shower. I had wanted to lick the water droplets off his skin. 
Brett was right. I was awfully damned thirsty for a woman who’d gotten it from 
two men at once. But I wanted it. I had wanted Derek right then. If he would’ve 
broken the rule, taken me up against the sink just the two of us, I would’ve 
skipped my shower and gone filthy instead. 

The night before, Brett had looked in on me before he went to sleep himself. 
When I heard the soft knock at the door, I had stopped what I was doing—had 
turned off my trusty rabbit—and pretended to sleep. I had been so tempted to 
stir, to fake waking up and reach for him. I wished he would come to me, would 
sit on the edge of my bed, brush my hair back from my face and reach under the 
covers. His long, wicked fingers working between my slick folds. I wanted it. I 
wanted them both, all the time. 

I would’ve said six months ago that it was impossible to have feelings like 
that for more than one man, that the giddy attraction, the heady arousal were 
meant to be for one man only, a monogamous ideal. An ideal clearly created by a 
woman who wasn’t lucky enough to be spoiled by two gorgeous cops who met 
every want and need she had ever dreamed of. 

I was ready to believe that I was the luckiest girl in the world. I’d been given 
the chance to be mentored by my role model and have a chance at being 
published in Envy. I lived with two sexy men, protective and strong, who wanted 
nothing more than to make me feel amazing. It was a very good thing they were 
both interested, because after one night between Brett and Derek, there was no 
battery powered toy in the world that could take their place. Everything left me 
wanting more and more of the real thing. Only my hot cops could satisfy me. 



/\ t the bar, I was really on my game. I raked in tips because of my energy 
and attitude. I was always a professional, but some nights I was happier 
and more enthusiastic than others. This was a night I was at the top of my game. 
Jason asked if I was trying to seduce him and then laughed. 

“What?” I said, genuinely confused. 

“Come on. Nobody could resist you when you’re like this. First off, we have 
the hair down instead of the all-business ponytail. Then there’s the laugh and the 
glowing, open smile that says you’re up for anything. No offense, but you look 
highly fuckable tonight.” 

“Now why would that be offensive for my coworker to say that? Hmm...let 
me refer to that sexual harassment pamphlet they gave me the first day I worked 
here,” I said, elbowing him. 

“You’re the one who said ‘what?’ like you had no clue the kind of vibe 
you’re giving off. Did you have a kick ass day or what?” 

“Yeah. I got the sickest chance at work today. Not that mixing margaritas 
here isn’t my ultimate goal,” I said. 

“I get it. I get it. Not everyone loves this place the way I do,” he said, “Also, 
fuckable is a word I never used before Cammie started describing your 
roommates that way. With me standing right beside her.” 

“They are, aren’t they?” Cammie said, leaning in to the conversation, 
“Highly fuckable men. I bet the quiet one, the really big one, he uses his teeth.” 
She made a growling sound. I laughed but flushed red, and Jason rolled his eyes. 

Cammie served a few customers while I polished glasses and prepped extra 
fruit garnishes because it looked like a busy night. Jason nudged me away from 
the cutting board. 

“I’ll do fruit this time. You go get some tips. You’re radiating light back here, 



smiling to yourself like the cat that got the cream. Dazzle the customers. The 
oranges can’t appreciate it.” 

I grinned at him and practically bounced over to a group that had sat down at 
one end of the bar. I showed them the appetizer menu and took their orders. One 
of the guys flirted with me, and I laughed, “I’m so taken, but you’re very sweet,” 
I told him. 

“So taken, are you?” Derek’s voice came from behind the group. 

I felt the thrill of recognition along my skin. Derek’s voice did things to me. 
And made me want to do naughty things to him. It was like I felt a shimmer in 
the air when he entered the room, a sensation like a fingertip tracing up my bare 
spine when he spoke. I thought for a yearning, dry-mouthed moment that he 
could possibly make me come with just his voice. I knew my eyes fluttered shut 
for a second just riding the feelings washing over my body. 

“You have a break coming up?” Derek said as I served him a beer with shaky 
hands. I was beaming, blushing, nervous as hell. I nodded, not trusting myself to 
speak. 

I wanted to talk to him on my break. I wanted to wrap my legs around his 
handsome face and let him go to town on me with that pretty, filthy mouth of his. 
We had agreed no hook-ups, no one-on-ones. So I’d have to keep my thirst to 
myself until both men were available. I shook my head, trying to clear my mind 
of what was turning rapidly into a private porno reel. 

“Do you need ten minutes?” Cammie asked archly, “I can cover for you. You 
can use the staff bathroom.” 

“Stop!” I said, “We’re going to talk.” 

“Yeah, make sure you lock the door when you talk. If Jason has to pee, I 
don’t want him walking in on that talk.” 

“I’m not going to hook up at the bar!” I whispered to her fiercely. 

“You so would if you had the chance. And I’m giving you the chance. Come 
on. Jason and I have done it.” 

“After hours?” 

“Yeah, but mostly when we first got together, drummer boy the ex-bartender 
would cover during slow times so we could hook up. Here’s a tip. Prop your foot 
on the sink.” 

“I’m never using that bathroom again,” I laughed, “And I’m not due for a 
break for an hour.” 

“Go,” she said, shooing me away. 

“Where’s Brett?” I asked Derek when I rounded the bar to join him. 

“He’s out on a call. He’s covering for one of the other guys this week.” 

“Saving kittens from trees?” 



“Something like that,” Derek said, finishing his beer, “He’ll be in soon.” 

“Ok. Good. I want to talk to both of you. I have happy news.” 

“You look like the fourth of July out there. You’re lit up.” 

“Thanks,” I said, “Everybody keeps telling me that. Do I usually look super 
depressed or something?” 

“No, you’re just even more beautiful when you’re happy. I like to think I 
have a little something to do with that,” Derek said, touching my face in a way 
that made me feel bashful and excited all at once. 

“I wouldn’t describe anything about you as little,” I said, smoothing his shirt 
just for an excuse to touch him. 

Derek had changed from his uniform into jeans and a t-shirt, but it wasn’t 
one of those goofy pun t-shirts that guys wore. It was a shirt with the logo for his 
union on it and a police insignia. It was somehow just as hot as seeing him in 
uniform, but even better because of the way the gray knit fabric clung at his 
shoulders and showed the contour of hard muscle in his sculpted chest. I liked 
touching him. Liked the breathless flutter of my pulse in my throat when he 
came near me, liked the chills that rose on my flesh when his hand came up and 
brushed against the back of my arm just below my shirt sleeve. Heat pooled in 
my abdomen, in my black panties. To tell the truth, God, I wanted him right 
then. Wanted all of him, and also wanted in some way to reassure myself that a 
one on one pairing was all I needed. That I wasn’t the kind of girl who did three- 
ways. I wanted Derek because he was hot and a great lover, but also to prove 
something to myself. I bit my lip and he groaned softly. 

“God, don’t do that or I’ll try to get you to sneak off to that staff bathroom.” 

“You heard that?” I said. 

“Your friend whispers really loud,” he grinned, “But not quite as loud as you 
when you’re about to come.” His mouth brushed my ear and I was so turned on I 
grabbed a fistful of his shirt. 

“Stop it,” I said through gritted teeth, “Or come to the back room with me. 
I’m so keyed up anyway, and then you talk to me like that I’m going to lose my 
mind.” 

I led him to the back room, a small staff lounge with an old leather couch, a 
TV and some cases of beer stacked in one corner. As soon as he saw the 
bathroom door, he pulled me in there. He shut the door and locked it, pulled me 
to him by my waist and kissed me. 

“Shh,” he said, as I was about to protest, “we won’t go all the way. I know 
you need some relief. And I’ll let Brett have you first later so it’s fair,” he said. 

I would have agreed to anything just to get his hands or mouth on me. I 
nodded. 



My chest rose and fell heavily, like I’d been running, as Derek raised my 
shirt. His fingertips skimmed my belly and I felt a hard clench of my inner 
muscles, a flutter of desire so strong I nearly collapsed against him. He pushed 
my shirt up and grinned. 

“No bra. God, I’m crazy about you,” he said, looking like a man about to 
feast on something delectable. 

He lowered his head, capturing one pink nipple in his mouth. 

“Ah!” I said, a high-pitched keen on the exhale of my ragged breath as he 
pulled hard on my nipple, his velvet tongue soothing it before he drew on it 
again. Everything in my being concentrated at that one spot where he was 
creating a deep, steady pull like gravity on my sensitive flesh. The scrape of his 
teeth, the stroke of his fingers on my other nipple as he sucked drove me wild. I 
raked my fingers through his thick hair. He pushed his knee between my thighs 
and I started riding it greedily. Derek sent a spike of almost painful pleasure 
down my body when he pinched my nipple between his thumb and finger and 
tugged at it. I rubbed against him, humping his jeans-clad, rock hard thigh. 

“More, more,” I whimpered. Answering my edgy plea, Derek put his mouth 
on mine, rubbing both nipples while his tongue drove in my mouth. I started to 
feel the sweet rush of a climax build, when a sharp knock came at the door. 

“Open up,” barked Brett. 

Derek and I broke apart. I pulled down my shirt, shaky. “I-Hl be out in a 
minute,” I stammered, feeling caught out. 

“No, dammit, open the door. I know you’re both in there.” 

Derek’s eyes met mine, and I nodded. He unlocked the door and I stepped 
back toward the toilet so he could open it in the small space. Brett seemed to fill 
the doorway, looming over us. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Don’t be sorry,” Derek said, “We weren’t going all the way. I was just 
getting her off on her break so we could take our time later.” He shrugged. 

“We said no pairing off,” Brett said, “If she needs to get off, we’ll take care 
of it together.” 

I gave a nervous giggle. He wasn’t angry with us, just wanted to join in. The 
room seemed so tiny, so overcrowded with three of us. 

“I can’t do this,” I said, “I’m at work. I’m being reckless. I can’t. I don’t 
want the whole bar thinking I’m in here with—" 

“You don’t want the whole bar to think we’re having a family discussion?” 
Brett said archly, “Or you don’t want them to know you have two cops seeing to 
your every need?” 

“I want it, I do. I just—I don’t want them to think—" 



“Think what?” Brett said, “Are you ashamed?” 

“No, I’m not. I just—I don’t think Jason, my boss, should know about my 
private life.” 

“Babe, your ten minutes was up a long time ago,” Derek said, “But if you 
want to hide this, what we are to each other, maybe we need to slow down.” 

My whole body was blazing from his touch, and wanted to speed up, hit the 
edge and jump right off into the open. But I had to be smart. I couldn’t behave 
this way at my place of work. What if I got fired? Or needed a reference and all 
Jason could say was, ‘yeah she was fucking both her roommates in the bathroom 
when she was supposed to be tending bar’? I adjusted my clothes again, which 
were already fine and didn’t need adjustment. I looked in the mirror. I was 
flushed, my hair a little rumpled. My eyes were bright and glassy, a junkie in 
need of a fix, if anything. I shook my head again to try to clear it. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I have to get back to work. 

“Wait,” Brett said, “Is it because it embarrasses you that there’s three of us, 
or is it because you really just want Derek?” 

I gaped at him, “Of course, I want you, Brett. I want him, too. I want both of 
you for different reasons, but what I feel for you is real. You’re the deep thinker, 
the one with all that compassion. And Derek is outgoing and funny and 
adventurous. He’s wild, and you’re intense. And I want it all. All of both of you. 
I know it’s greedy, but it’s the truth.” 

Brett reached for me in the confines of the bathroom, pulled me to him. He 
tipped my head back and kissed me, slow and deep, rocking me to my core. And 
my core lit right back up, hot, molten and wanting. Just like that. Derek got 
behind me, his butt wedged up against the sink in the small space, and reached 
around, up under my shirt and playing with my nipples again as Brett kissed me, 
his tongue big and insistent in my mouth. Soon I was rubbing my ass against 
Derek’s erection while the huge hardness of Brett’s desire pressed into my belly. 
I was panting for breath when Brett came up for air. 

“Will you have us tonight? Both of us?” he said. I nodded, lips parted and 
wanting. 

“Sober?” Derek said from behind me, his mouth at my neck. 

“Are you ready for this?” Brett asked, concern clouding his eyes, “Are you 
ready to be in this relationship with us both, to come home tonight with your 
eyes wide open, cold sober and choose this?” 

“Yes,” I told them, my voice as shaky as my legs. I was holding on to Brett’s 
arm to steady myself. 

“So do you want us to make you come now, or do you want to wait for it?” 
Brett whispered against my hair, his hand at my side, thumb drawing slow 



circles on my bare belly. Every beat of my pounding heart screamed 'now now 
now’. 

“I’ll—I’ll wait,” I said, twisting my thighs together trying to find friction and 
relief even as I protested. 

“It would only take a second,” Derek said, biting a tender spot on my neck 
that made my body jerk involuntarily, “All I’d have to do is slide your panties 
down, open my zipper. I know you’re wet. I can smell you in here.” 

“God, yes, you smell amazing,” Brett said. “I could open my jeans, let you 
have me in your mouth again while Derek takes you from behind. You liked that 
didn’t you?” he asked. 

I knew I had to be gasping, pupils dilated, mouth half open with desire, 
looking like a junkie or a sex doll, some wanton thing that existed only to have 
him, them—put their cocks in me. But it was all I wanted. I was reduced to 
primal need, to this wild desire to rut with them, in the bar bathroom, in the mud 
if that’s what they wanted. Something about being filled by them, about Derek 
putting his big cock in me deep while I took Brett in my mouth as far as I could, 
about feeling the salty, soft tip of him brush the back of my throat while Derek 
thrust into me, it was so lewd and heady and everything I wanted. I licked my 
lips, stood up straight with effort, despite how vivid that lurid image was in my 
mind. 

“I have to get back to work,” I croaked out. 

“Okay,” Brett said, but he hooked an arm around my hips, dragged me 
effortlessly against him so his huge, rigid hard-on was against the cleft of my 
thighs, “Just remember what’s waiting for you. As many times as you want it.” 

I shuddered at the pressure of his rock-hard erection just above my clit. I 
wanted to do it in the bathroom, wanted to put my foot on the sink like Cammie 
had suggested. But I’d been away from the bar for too long, and I had to keep 
my mind on my work somehow. 

“We’ll hang around, have a few drinks, take you home,” Derek said, “And 
Brett, thanks a whole hell of a lot for interrupting.” 

“She doesn’t come without both of us in the room,” Brett said stonily. 

“Fine,” Derek said, “Don’t be late next time.” 

Back at the bar, Cammie and Jason teased me and laughed, but I could tell 
they weren’t mad. 

“So you’re acting like a horny teenager,” Cammie said, “It happens to all of 
us. Besides, we had a slump for about half an hour. Most of the customers 
coming in went to eat dinner at the pub. So I’m going to take my break now.” 

“Make it a long one. I owe you,” I said, grateful. 

“Then if you owe her, can you cover the whole bar for, say, fifteen?” Jason 



said. He said it lightly, but it was obvious what he was thinking. He and Cammie 
were going to go to the staff bathroom and have a good time. I smiled at them. 

“Go for it,” I said, “if I run into trouble, it’s not like I don’t have off-duty 
cops here to come to my rescue.” 

Derek and Brett had settled in at one end of the crowded bar. I got them 
beers and some chicken nachos. I was busy for a while making a couple pitchers 
of blood orange margaritas for a group of women who came in. When I checked 
back on my guys, they were arguing over something on ESPN. I refilled their 
beers, and Derek looked up. 

“We’re working out an arrangement,” he told me confidentially, “were 
anyone caught breaking the ground rules has to buy brunch the following 
Sunday. So it looks like French toast is on me.” 

“What about me? I was breaking the rules.” 

“It’s not possible for you to break the rules. You’re supposed to do what you 
want. The two of us are keeping to ground rules to preserve the friendship when 
it could get competitive too easily. It’s good that we’re as different as you say, or 
else jealousy would be the natural step. If you thought we were both just two 
dudes, random and interchangeable, then we’d be beating the shit out of each 
other,” Derek said. 

“Yeah,” Brett said, “I like that you can tell us apart. It’s important to feel like 
an individual in a relationship, but more so it’s important in this kind of set-up 
that we feel like we can be honest with each other, and with ourselves. If there 
comes a time when you prefer to be with just one of us, you have to tell us so.” 

“I will. I’m sorry about that lapse. I was ah excited from having a terrific day 
at work, and I felt really confident and—sexy, I guess. Cammie was egging me 
on about going to the bathroom with Derek and I acted like a stupid teenager. 
This only works if we respect the boundaries, and I was the one who initiated it. 
I was disrespectful to our ground rules. It isn’t that I want Derek exclusively. It’s 
that I want both of you. A lot. Like, ah the time, can’t concentrate kind of 
wanting.” 

“I love the way this conversation is headed, but that woman is waving her 
empty glass like maybe you should go refill it,” Derek said slyly. 

I rushed to the margarita group and made them a new pitcher. I even stood 
around and listened to their story about a bad breakup that was the reason for 
their night out. It sounded like Sadie needed the margaritas since her fiance had 
just broken things off three weeks before the wedding. I brought out some of our 
fantastic cheeseburger sliders with the onion jam on the house, shoving twenty 
dollars of my tips into the till to pay for them. 

“Drown your sorrows in cheeseburgers and margaritas tonight, and 



tomorrow, go out and find a lover. Or two,” I told Sadie, squeezing her hand, 
“You deserve better.” 

Sadie nodded bravely and reached for a slider. Her friend, Hilary, pulled me 
aside, “That was amazing of you. She needed to hear that. Thank you,” she said. 
Then she put money in my hand. 

“Not necessary. I wanted to do it,” I said, trying to give the money back. 

“No, I insist. We’re all in this together, girl,” she said. 

“Okay, thanks,” I said, ready to replace my twenty I’d spend. I turned and 
looked. She’d given me a hundred-dollar bill. I looked at it and then back at her. 
She shrugged, returned her attention to her friend. I put the money in my pocket, 
amazed. 

Then I took a good long look at Sadie. That was exactly the kind of woman I 
wanted to be writing for at Envy. A woman, successful and strong and stylish, 
but who deserved more from her relationships and career, but maybe didn’t have 
the confidence to know that. I would keep her and her supportive friends in mind 
when I did my topics for my spec article. 

I was walking on air as I refilled drinks and took orders. When Cammie and 
Jason came back, flushed and rumpled and smiling, I hugged Cammie. 

“You’ve been so great to me,” I said, “I don’t thank you for that enough.” 

“Oh my God, are you dying or something?” she joked. 

“No, I’m just one lucky bitch,” I said, “It went well at work today, and I’m 
having a great night. Anytime you two want to take a break together, just let me 
know. I owe you two a lot. You trained me up, and I like my job here. It makes 
the rest of my life possible.” 

“I’m glad it’s working out for you. I like having you here. Plus it’s nice to 
know that we have cops on premises if there’s any trouble.” 

“This is not exactly a barroom brawl crowd,” I said. 

“I know, but if their G&T isn’t cold enough, some of them get a little 
uptight,” she said with a smile, tying her apron back on. 

We worked steadily all night, and the tips were good. My mood never 
deflated, and every time I could steal a glance at the guys, they were relaxed and 
happy, too. I stole over to them once and said how excited I was. 

“I can’t wait to tell you my news,” I said, “It was a really great day.” 

“It’s going to be a better day once we get home,” Brett said. 

“I thought we might go out and celebrate,” I said. 

“I thought we could stay in to celebrate,” Derek said, “Try this out when 
we’re all sober and ready to rock.” 

“Try not to say ready to rock when we’re in bed. It’s a total boner killer,” 
Brett deadpanned, and we laughed. 



“I’m in,” I said, “I want to do this. It’s going to take some getting used to for 
me, trying to be less shy about it, being more accepting of myself and what I 
want.” 

“You’re sexy as hell. You just have to own it,” Derek encouraged. 

I looked at Brett, waiting for the analytical response, “What? He’s right,” 
Brett said. I grinned at them both, feeling so lucky all over again. 

Lucky and really eager for the bar to close. Because then I could go home 
with the men of my sexiest dreams and live out the fantasy nice and slow this 
time. 
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/\ s soon as Jason flipped the sign on the door to Closed, I was out of my 
apron and ready to leave. I had cleared away dishes, wiped down the bar 
and waved at Cammie and Jason. 

“I think she’s in a hurry,” Cammie said, waving the guys off as they followed 
me out the staff door. 

Outside, I shivered in the cold. The guys were both in t-shirts so neither had 
a jacket I could borrow. Brett scooped me up in his arms and carried me to the 
truck. I snuggled against his big warm chest, kicking my feet and laughing at 
being carried, but loving it. Loving how small and taken-care-of it made me feel. 
We piled into the seat and Derek turned the heater on full blast. I huddled in 
Brett’s arms, trying to get warm. His fingertips brushed my hard nipple through 
my shirt and my breath came out as a hiss. 

“We agreed that I get a few minutes to play in the truck, since Derek had you 
all to himself earlier,” Brett said, his voice heavy with heat. It did something to 
me, made me feel needy. 

At the stoplight, he unbuckled my seat belt and pulled me into his lap. I 
straddled him eagerly, rising on my knees to kiss him. His hands cupped my ass 
as his tongue worked in my mouth. He brought me down onto his lap, sliding me 
sensuously down the rock hard wall of his chest, making my sensitive nipples 
ache with longing. He nipped at my bottom lip and kissed me very thoroughly 
before dropping his mouth to my neck. I ground against him shamelessly, 
rubbing the hot, dampness between my legs against the iron ridge jutting up 
from between his own. I was moaning already. 

“Hey, I said you could play, not break the law by removing your seat belt,” 
Derek teased from the driver’s side as he swung into a parking spot. 

“I go first. That was the deal,” Brett growled. I felt so turned on by that 



possessive, wolflike growl that I nearly came in my panties right then. 

We scrambled up the stairs to the apartment, stopping to press against the 
wall and kiss. Derek opened the door, grumbling. I reached back for his hand 
even as Brett moved me into the apartment. Derek caught my hand and 
followed. I knew none of us could wait, despite my best intentions to take it 
slow. Derek had had me right on edge in the bar bathroom earlier and I’d never 
really unwound from it. 

“I want you, baby,” Brett said into my hair as he pulled off my shirt and 
dropped it on the ground. 

He bore me into Derek’s room and onto that huge bed and stripped my jeans 
off me. I lay there, wanton and wanting, breathless in anticipation of what they’d 
do to me. Whatever it was, I wanted it. My breasts felt heavy and aching. My 
pussy throbbed with arousal. The palms of my hands itched, and the soles of my 
feet tingled with desire already. I wished recklessly that I could somehow take 
them both at once. I was that keyed up, that turned on. We were in the privacy of 
our home and I was ready to take advantage of it, to scream and beg and claw if 
necessary to get the release I’d been denied earlier. But I laid there, meek and 
waiting, because it was the fastest way to get what I wanted from them. I knew 
they’d take care of me. They were talking quietly, and then Derek joined me on 
the bed. 

“Come here, baby, I want to talk to you,” he said. I propped up reluctantly on 
my elbows, turned toward him. 

“Is something wrong?” 

“No, something’s very right. We’ve got all night to make this good. I want 
this. Are you ready?” 

“Yes!” I said, kissing him, “I want this. I want as much of both of you as I 
can have, all at once. Too much pleasure, all that connection, yes,” I kissed him 
again and again, his tongue and mine mating. 

Then he stripped off his shirt and leaned back against the headboard. I sat 
with my back against his chest, and his hands trailed up my belly, his palms 
covering my breasts and working them. I started to pant. Brett climbed onto the 
bed with us, first straddling my legs and kissing my mouth while Derek’s hands 
moved between us, stroking my nipples, his knuckles bumping against Brett’s 
bare chest as Brett kissed me. 

His big hands rode down my hips to my thighs and he opened them wide. 
With his thumbs, he rubbed the outside folds until I was quivering, my legs 
jerking. He stroked the inner lips of my slit and I writhed under his hands. Derek 
worked my tender nipples between calloused, rough fingers as Brett dipped a 
thumb inside me. I clenched around it instantly, so ready. 



He stopped kissing me, looked in my eyes, “Do you want me?” 

“Yes, God, yes,” I whimpered. 

I wanted him to replace his hands with the big cock I saw throbbing in his 
boxer briefs. I was rubbing Derek’s legs through his jeans, feeling him get hard 
against my back. For an instant, I wanted him in me, in my ass while Brett 
penetrated my pussy. The very idea sent wetness spilling into Brett’s hands. 

“What are you thinking, naughty girl?” Brett said, his mouth at my 
cheekbone as he rolled down his underwear, his cock jutting out. I wrapped my 
hand around it instinctively. 

“I was thinking of how to take both of you at once, if my body could stand 
it,” I panted. 

“Baby, we’ll give you anything you want,” Derek said, his fingers roaming 
down to find my clit even as Brett’s thumbs were pressing into my pussy. 

My head dropped back against Derek’s shoulder as he teased my clit, as the 
thick, rough thumbs of Brett’s hands carefully aroused me until I was bucking 
my hips. My arm ran back around Derek’s neck, brought his face to mine to kiss 
him. We were kissing, hot and wet, when Brett took away his hands and I felt the 
wet, blunt head of his cock at my slit. 

“We’ve both tested clean,” Brett said, “Let me fuck you raw.” 

He was pushing my boundaries. I wanted them pushed. I wanted him, hot 
and slick with nothing between us. 

“Please,” I whimpered, “Please, I need you inside me now.” 

He took his cock in his hand and rubbed it around my pussy, spreading my 
wetness on himself with his hand. He teased me with it, with the lewd sight of it 
as Derek rubbed my clit with one hand, his other hand gripping my jaw to kiss 
me again. I couldn’t take my eyes off Brett’s cock, though, not even for the 
satisfaction of Derek’s clever tongue in my mouth. 

“Wait,” I said, “I want to watch.” 

“Then I’ll watch, too,” Derek said, “Brett, you have our attention. Now start 
fucking her before I cut in line and take my turn.” I tried to laugh but all the 
sensations were too intense. 

Then as Brett’s impossibly big, rigid cock rubbed against my pussy, I 
clenched, biting my lip. Derek rubbed his thumb across my lower lip and I 
sucked it rhythmically, needed it in my mouth, needing to be filled in every way, 
wanton and desperate to come. I felt dizzy, everything going blurry at the edges 
as Brett finally eased into me, just an inch, pausing so I could adjust to the size 
of him, the thickness. I was wet, so wet but his size made it a heavy invasion. I 
stretched to fit around him, gasping as he went in all the way with a single, 
powerful thrust. I knew my eyes rolled back in my head. Derek kissed me as my 



eyes dropped shut. I felt lightheaded, consumed by the overwhelming sensations 
competing for my attention, competing for my pleasure. Derek’s fingers 
plucking at my nipples, Brett’s heavy thrusts, the warmth of Derek’s kiss and the 
press of Brett’s fingers into my twisting hips. He held me down, held me still so 
I could receive his thrusts, so I couldn’t squirm away and avoid some of the 
shuddering, mind altering bolts of pleasure ripping me apart. 

“Baby,” Derek’s voice broke through to me, “You’ve gotta breathe. You’re 
holding your breath and you’ll pass out.” 

My eyes flew open. I met Brett’s intense gaze and nodded, taking a 
measured, slow breath and relaxed my tensed muscles so I could accept all of his 
length inside me. I felt him, all of him, as he moved inside me, his thrusts deep 
and fast. Sweat shone on his brow as he leaned in to kiss me. My lips clung to 
his. Derek’s arms tightened around me and I felt the solid support of his body, 
slick with sweat, behind me. Brett hooked one of my legs over his hips and 
changed up the angle, going in deep and slower with his thrusts as if each one 
was deliberately designed to erode what little control I had left. I was afraid of 
the orgasm I felt building inside me. I couldn’t fight it back. There was nothing I 
could do to stop it, even though I felt like I would tear me apart, that I’d black 
out because the pleasure was already too powerful. I’d lose my sanity entirely. I 
already had, maybe. I reached down and grabbed Derek’s hand, laced my fingers 
with his and held on. 

“I’ve got you, baby, I’ll hold you the whole time. Just let go,” he begged 
from behind me. 

His mouth was at my neck, his other arm around my stomach, as I watched 
Brett move in and out of me, shattering my resistance until I was crying out with 
every thrust and jerking, shrieking with my orgasm. Brett never stopped, his 
rhythm like the moon pulling the tides until I felt him tighten and spill with a hot 
rush inside me. It was new, foreign to feel that sensation and I bucked in Derek’s 
arms when Brett came. Then he rolled off of me and embraced me. I let him hold 
me, stroke my hair, whisper that I was so beautiful. 

Brett had been so deep inside of me, and I felt so connected to him. My 
whole body shook from the aftermath, like I was coming off of a high. He 
reached out and gripped my hand in his, our fingers laced together. It felt like 
that link to him was the only thing keeping me from floating away. My body 
gave little involuntary jerks as if the orgasm itself was earthquake-strong with 
aftershocks all its own. 

Derek slid off the bed, came back with a warm washcloth. He cleaned up the 
remnants of my lovemaking with Brett, and then he spooned behind me, holding 
me loosely, reassuringly, as Brett and I kissed and touched, as Brett petted me 



and whispered to me. He kissed my forehead, my eyelids, my face a hundred 
times. I leaned on his shoulder and rested there. Derek held me close against his 
chest as well, and I felt utterly safe, secure, tired. 

“Not too tired for me, I hope,” Derek’s voice came, as if he knew what I’d 
been thinking. He stroked my face gently. 

“I need a minute,” I said, drifting off between them, cradled in their arms. I 
fell asleep, sweetly, warm and safe. 

After a while, I woke to Derek nuzzling my neck. “Mmm,” I sighed with a 
sleepy smile. 

“I let you sleep for an hour. It damn near killed me. I don’t think I can wait 
any longer. Lying this close to you, smelling your sweet pussy in this room, and 
the flashes of how hot it was watching the two of you, holding you while you did 
it.” 

I felt him go hard behind me. I let my eyes flicker open. Brett was smiling 
down at me, face to face. He kissed me awake, softly, gently. 

“You are the most amazing woman I’ve ever known,” he said as Derek ran 
his hands up and down my sides, pulling goosebumps from my flesh. 

“You’re pretty amazing too,” I said in return. 

“Hey, what about me?” Derek joked from behind me. 

“I want you, Derek. I wanted you at the bar, in the bathroom. And now. You 
turn me on. I want you face to face. I want something intimate with you. Last 
time we were playful, you were behind me and it was hot, but I want more of 
you this time,” I said. “I want to watch your face while you fuck me.” 

“Do you want to sit in my lap or do you want to go into the bathroom and let 
me do you like I wanted to at the bar?” 

“Why not both?” I said and Brett chuckled. 

“We picked the right girl,” he said, “I’m up for whatever you decide.” 

“Bathroom,” I said. 

Derek scooped me up and carried me to the bathroom we all shared. He 
lifted me onto the edge of the sink, and I held on. He knelt on the tile floor, his 
mouth between my legs. I groaned, just from the memory of him eating me out 
the first time, his lips and tongue sucking and licking in all the most sensitive 
places. The sexy stubble on his jaw scraped the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. 
I tensed in the best way as the heat of his tongue licked just around the spot 
where I wanted him, tasting me while Brett stood in the doorway, his boxer 
briefs back on. His cock stood out in them, letting me see that it aroused him to 
watch me draped naked over the sink while Derek lapped at me. One of my 
dangling legs kicked out when Derek hit a certain spot. He spread my folds and 
put two fingers inside of me, crooking them and stroking as my stomach muscles 



tightened, and I fisted my hand in his hair. I remembered again the difference in 
the way the two of them made love, how Brett was slow and measured while 
Derek was wilder, faster. I wanted that now. I wanted to be fucked hard and deep 
and swift. So I sat up more, tugged his face up to look at me. 

“I want you,” I said, “So quit teasing me.” 

“Teasing? I could lick your delicious pussy for hours. I wouldn’t mind a 
chance to try.” 

“You don’t have to brag. I already know you’re good,” I told him, my voice 
coming out in funny gasps, “And I wanted to do it against the sink like I’d 
imagined, but the porcelain is digging into my ass in a not-good way,” I said. 

“I got this,” Brett said, stepping forward and picking me up. He turned my 
back to him and leaned against the sink, “I’ll hold you up.” 

There I was, pressed to his chest, his arm beneath my thighs, holding me like 
a really hot, muscular human chair. 

“Now this is some hot yoga,” I said. 

Derek reached for me, kissed me, and moved between my legs. I wrapped 
my legs around him. We shifted around so Brett could hold me securely, his 
mouth on my neck, then my ear, keeping me turned on. Derek dipped his head 
and sucked my tight, sensitive nipple between his lips. I rolled my lips under to 
suppress the moan I felt building in my throat. Brett’s hand was on my stomach, 
and he splayed his fingers, the edge of his thumb tracking along the underside of 
my breast while Derek worked my nipple with his tongue. I was panting, 
wanting. My fingers clawed at Derek’s broad shoulders, needing all of him 
inside me. I felt weightless, free from gravity as Brett held me up, and Derek 
drew back, pressed the head of his cock to my slit. He held it with one hand, 
stroking even as he fed it into me a little at a time. Then he was seated in me 
completely, and I arched back, grinding my clit against his pelvis, impaled on his 
big cock and wanting more friction. 

“I’ve got you, baby,” he said again, “let me love you.” 

He rolled his hips, moving his cock inside of me, hitting every spot in my 
tight passage before moving out and in again. The sensation sent spirals of 
pleasure rocketing through me as he swiveled his hips, rotating his cock to brush 
against everything inside me. I held on to his shoulders as he took me, and Brett 
saw to me from behind, his hand on my stomach dipping down and rubbing my 
clit, pinching it between his thumb and finger and plucking at it, sending intense 
shudders through me that no amount of batteries in a rabbit had ever compared 
to. I loved having sex with Derek, loved the energy he put into it. He was all raw 
desire and the power to back it up. It was luscious, having his unsheathed length 
within me. I clenched around him greedily, loving the way he used his cock, 



swirling it inside me. It felt so sexy, made me feel like a goddess. My eyes 
locked with Derek’s and it was like his inner animal was unleashed. I sucked on 
my lower lip as Derek thrust into me with abandon. Gone was the insinuating 
mb of his cock artfully grinding against me. Now it was all need, all 
unquenchable need. I felt him thicken inside me, felt the flare and pulse of his 
flesh in my body, sliding along my snug passage. Brett bit my shoulder, just a 
light scrape of his teeth that gave an edge to the building pleasure. Derek took 
the sound I made as further encouragement and lifted my hips to a higher angle 
so his cock hit that spot inside me that made my vision go black and spotted 
while some new heartbeat seemed to pulse within me, an orgasm building so 
sharp and fast that it felt like an icy chill creeping up from the soles of my feet, 
like I was about to be dragged under by a tidal wave. 

“Oh! Oh!” 

I was crying out as Brett tugged and squeezed my swollen clit, and Derek 
pumped into me. The sight of his narrow hips rocking hard and fast, his jutting 
erection disappearing into me again and again, was incredibly erotic. So was the 
hand that came from behind me and worked me until I was screaming, a high- 
pitched wail that went on as my orgasm crashed over me. I’d never felt anything 
like it. It was a hot rush, and I lost control of all my muscles, jerking and flailing 
so that if Brett hadn’t held on to me, I probably would’ve had a head injury to 
explain to the ER nurses. I called out both their names again and again as Derek 
finished inside me, slammed into me and kissed my mouth hard. Our teeth hit 
together as we kissed, desperate, still joined, sweaty and satisfied. 

Brett said something to Derek, and then Derek’s hands under my legs took 
my weight and Brett stepped away. I slid down Derek’s bare body and stood on 
my feet. I smiled at him. 

“That was awesome,” he said, grinning, “but we need to give Brett the 
bathroom for a few minutes.” 

“Oh, sorry,” I said, thinking he needed to pee. 

“I can’t hold you like that, smell and hear you like that and not get hard. I’ll 
just take a quick shower, and then I’ll join you in bed. Get some sleep,” he said. 
He was being so considerate—we’d turned him on, and he’d gotten me off again, 
and then wanted to let me sleep while he found relief on his own. 

“No,” I said insistently, “No pairing off, and no getting left behind. I mean it. 
If you’re staying in here, I’m staying, too. Maybe I can help.” 

“You’ve got to be tired.” 

“Tomorrow’s my day off from Envy. I don’t have to be at the bar till six- 
thirty. So I can sleep in,” I said, “What? Should I go put on something sexy?” I 
asked. 



“There is nothing sexier than what I’m looking at already,” Brett said, his 
voice rough. It did something to me 

I was standing there completely naked in front of Brett. Derek gave a 
chuckle, “Girl has more stamina than me. I’m all for watching if I can sit down, 
but I’m pretty wiped after that performance.” 

“Shall we move to the bed?” I said archly. 

“Yes,” he said, “It’s not like I can say no to an offer like that.” 

“I can’t leave my men unsatisfied,” I said, my voice a kittenish purr. I was 
really feeling like a temptress, like a woman who needed two men to meet her 
needs, a woman who could bring a big, strong cop to his knees. 

“Damn,” he swore. 

Derek lay back on the mattress, arms crossed behind his head like he was 
getting comfortable to watch a ball game. I smiled at his obvious relaxation. I 
pointed to the bed, and, to my surprise, Brett stretched out on it in his boxer 
briefs. I crawled across the mattress to him and straddled his stomach. Leaning 
down, I brushed my lips against his briefly, tantalizing. 

“So, I heard I turn you on. Did you like that? Did you like holding me while 
Derek had his way with me? Knowing you could flip me around and take me 
yourself anytime you wanted?” I dragged the tip of my tongue along his bottom 
lip, “I would’ve let you. I’d let you do practically anything, Brett.” 

“God, Lynette, are you trying to kill me?” he said, pinned under me on the 
bed. His hands curved over my bottom, lifting me and rubbing me against his 
burgeoning erection. I could feel the damp patch on his boxers from his wetness. 
I could smell the faint musk that was his distinctive scent, and my body 
responded to it just like that first time. Something primitive made my pulse kick 
up, my body rocket from zero to sixty—okay, more like from thirty to a hundred. 
It was a mating urge I couldn’t even begin to explain, but Brett, the scent of him, 
the taste of him, had done something to me, marked me out as his. Something 
about him, something he held back felt mysterious, made him irresistible to me 
in a different way than open, funny Derek was attractive. 

Brett moved me somehow. His unselfish willingness to go get himself off so 
I could rest, combined with that jealous growl of his in the bar bathroom left me 
with a contradiction I wanted to understand. For the moment, I sat on his lower 
abdomen—rock hard with ridges of muscle—and trailed my fingers lightly down 
his chest, scratching ever so slightly, just to see how he responded. If the 
hardening of his manhood behind me was any indication, he liked it. I leaned 
down, letting my hair fall on his face, my bare, tender nipples rub against his 
chest. 

“Oh God, yes,” he groaned. His fingers dug into the fleshy cheeks of my 



butt, and he rocked me over him. 

I moved my mouth to his. He kissed me hungrily, his tongue driving in my 
mouth. It was sexy, the urgency of it, and my body responded. My nipples 
tightened, and my toes curled. I felt his arms tighten like iron bands around my 
waist, pressing me flush against his chest. His hand gripped my tangled hair. 
When I tried to sit up, he held me there. He let me lift my head enough that he 
could drag my face up to meet his mouth with mine. Then he flipped me on my 
back, hands still in my hair. 

“Do you know what that did to me? Holding you still so he could fuck you? 
It was torture. The best kind. I could feel every response you had, could feel the 
way you shifted in my arms, the just—the flood of wetness when I pinched your 
clit like that. I just held you there, sucked your earlobe and your neck, lent a 
hand when I had a chance, but when you came, I wanted so fiercely for it to be 
me and only me who made you do that. I wanted to know that you came from 
my hand, not Derek’s dick. I wanted to make you mine, keep you that way.” 

“Then fuck me. Right now,” I said, as demanding as I could be. 

With that, he kissed his way down my neck to my breasts, tasted each nipple 
briefly, then settled his mouth on my stomach and dipping his face into the curls 
that grew between my legs. He opened me with his fingers and took a long lick, 
then he made a humming sound of gratification. He found my clit easily and 
sucked on it like it was his job. I was humming myself, twisting and bucking 
against his mouth. I never wanted it to be over, but at the same time, I wanted 
him to give it to me, be rougher with me, take me harder. So I gasped out 
directions, “Harder! Please! Faster!” 

In response, he moved up my body. Tremors had already started in my legs, 
in the folds of my sex, as he licked his way up my stomach and chest, his hand 
replacing his mouth to rub my clit furiously back and forth. It should have felt 
perfunctory, a thing he was doing to increase my sensation so he could penetrate 
me, but it wound me up. Something about it, about the way he rubbed me like he 
had a goal in mind, like I was about to board a roller coaster with only one very 
steep hill, made me edgy and anxious. 

“Derek,” I said. 

Derek sat up from his pose as audience and joined us. “Kiss me,” I said. He 
obeyed, his mouth leisurely on mine, rocking over my lips and kissing me 
slowly. My chest felt tight from his kiss, from the relief of it. I felt like I could 
pour my frustration into that kiss, my anxiety about the joining to come. Because 
things had gotten too personal with Brett—less like a wild night among friends 
with benefits and more like a one on one with a man who had serious intentions 
toward me. I needed Derek to buffer that, to join back in and keep things lighter. 



So his kiss was everything I needed at that moment, something to break the 
tension between me and the man who was playing my naked body like a violin. 
Brett’s mouth was on my thigh, then he kissed my mound, kissed me with his 
mouth open like he would have kissed my mouth. The wet, open-mouthed 
intensity of it took me over the edge, crying out into Derek’s mouth as he kissed 
me. As I writhed, still in the grip of climax, Brett entered me, thrusting hard and 
deep so that I convulsed around him in another orgasm immediately. The feeling 
of him penetrating me when I was so overloaded with pleasurable sensation had 
been too much and set me quivering around him. 

Brett lay down on me, pressing me hard into the mattress, his pelvis aligned 
with my clit. He started to rock against me, his cock still within me. With every 
slide against his pelvis, my clit throbbed, and I started to grind against him. 
Derek still kissed me, my right arm holding his head down over mine Brett 
ground into me until I thought I’d faint, overcome by the euphoria that was 
building in my body all over again. He seized my hands and pressed them down 
against the bed so I was helpless. 

Derek lifted his mouth from mine at the shocked shiver that ran through me, 
“Do you like that?” he said solicitously. 

Eyes wide, I nodded. I did like it. I liked being subject to them both. He 
kissed me again, softly nipping at my bottom lip as Brett stayed buried deep 
inside me, grinding his pelvis into me, putting so much rhythmic pressure on my 
sweet spot that I was keening, tears spilling from my eyes at the relentless 
onslaught of ecstasy. I came again and again. Still, Brett didn’t stop. When I 
didn’t think I could take more, he released my hands, levered up off of me and 
started to thrust. 

I used my hands to push myself up. He let me sit up, withdrawing from me. I 
turned around, faced Derek. 

“Come here,” I said to him. He obeyed. 

I felt weak, too vulnerable. I didn’t want to be face to face with Brett when 
he came. So I turned to Derek. I whispered to him. He passed Brett the lube and 
lay back. I took his cock, hard again from watching us, from kissing me, and I 
fondled it. I stroked the silky flesh, turned on by his sweetness, his concern for 
me, his willingness to do whatever I asked. Turned on by the slick, lewd sounds 
of Brett rubbing lube on his own cock behind me. I got between Derek’s legs, 
stroking his cock, and I took the soft, flaring head into my mouth. I kissed it the 
way Brett had kissed my mound, like I was making love to his mouth only 
filthier. He fisted his hand in my hair. 

“Jesus, Lyn,” Derek groaned, “I’m gonna come in about three seconds with 
you doing that.” 



I grinned against his hard shaft, lapping up the salty drops that met my 
tongue. I lifted my hips in the air, letting Brett know that he could enter me and 
finish when wanted. I worked Derek over with my mouth. His hands came up to 
palm my breasts, to tease my nipples until they stood at attention. I loved the 
lavish way he treated me, the special touches he used to make me respond, like 
the way he’d nibbled my lower lip when I was pinned down, the way he was 
mbbing my nipples between his thumb and finger until they stood out, needy and 
throbbing for more. 

The slick sound of Brett’s hand gave way to a cold, slippery finger rubbing 
up and down my slit. I pushed back against his finger so it dipped inside me. I 
liked the sensation of coldness, the liquid slide of him being drawn into my 
passage. I lapped at Derek with my tongue, worked my jaw and sucked. Brett 
only fingered me. At last, in frustration, I whipped my head around to look over 
my shoulder. 

“What are you waiting for?” I asked. 

“Your attention,” he said. 

“Just do it,” I bit out, frustrated. 

“If you’re too tired...” he said, trying to mollify me. 

“Do I look tired?” I snapped, my mouth going back around Derek’s shaft that 
was jerking with anticipation. 

“Then do what you want,” Brett said, “with whoever you want.” 

“Fine,” I said, and I raised up on my knees. I lowered my slick pussy down 
over Derek’s jutting cock. I felt his length part my folds and it felt amazing. This 
was the cock I wanted to ride, this was the man I wanted to fuck right now. 
Taking turns be damned. 

I set my hands on Derek’s shoulders and moved my hips forward in a 
rocking motion, “God, Lyn, don’t move. Don’t move or I’ll come,” he said. He 
was gritting his teeth, his hands still cupping my breasts, “God, that feels too 
good. But I want you to come, too. I want you to come first.” 

“I’ve already come. Fill me up, Derek. Do it,” I purred, “fill me, give me 
every drop. You’re mine.” 

I rocked my hips forward again, and he spilled with a roar, grabbing my face 
roughly and kissing me, driving his tongue in my mouth. I loved the feeling of 
power I had, his dripping cock still inside me. I rubbed my nipples against his 
chest, nuzzled his cheek, “That felt amazing. I loved feeling you come inside me 
like that.” He groaned, kissed me again. 

I felt Brett move, get up off the bed. I turned and saw him leaving the room, 
“Where are you going?” 

“To take a shower like I originally planned.” he said sharply. 



“You’re not going anywhere,” I said. I had no idea where it was coming 
from, this demanding persona that I was developing. 

“I’d rather just be on my own.” 

“No way,” I said, “Please come back. Let me take care of you. I want us to 
get off together.” 

He sat on the edge of the bed, looking over his shoulder at me. I knelt behind 
him, kissed his bare, muscular shoulder, running my hands over his back. 

“Stay here with me, baby. I need you,” I said. 

Brett stood, turned around and pulled me to him. I was still kneeling on the 
bed, so our faces were almost level. He cupped my face in his hands, fingers 
combing through my tangled, messy hair. He lowered his mouth to mine and I 
caught my breath. His kiss was sweeping, breathtaking. His tongue in my mouth, 
his lips nipping at mine, claiming me. 

It was easy to forget, since Brett was the quieter one, how manly he could 
really be. He was an alpha now, and I was his. 

I couldn’t stop kissing him, my hands clinging to his broad shoulders to 
steady myself. His mouth, his sexy kiss made me so dizzy. I wanted more, but I 
couldn’t have stopped to tell him so. I tried to shift a little, lie back on the bed, 
but he held me fast, pressed against him on my knees. 

My pulse pounded everywhere in my body. Brett was so hot, and his touch 
and kiss were demanding. Like he owned me. He did own me. The only word I 
knew was yes. 

When he dragged his mouth away from mine, it was to kiss my neck, 
sending chills from my neck to my hard nipples like a jolt of electricity. I 
shivered deliciously, and he answered my response with his fingers, burying 
them to the second joint inside of my throbbing pussy. Three fingers pushed into 
me, and I jerked with anticipation. It felt so good to have any part of Brett inside 
me, and part of me shamelessly loved the way he claimed me, jammed his 
fingers in my cleft, knowing I’d take them, I’d take anything he wanted to give 
me. And more. 

“You’re so fucking wet for me,” he growled against my neck. He bit my 
throat, just a soft scrape of his teeth but I clenched around his fingers in tight 
response as the thrill ran through me. It didn’t hurt, just added a sexy edge to my 
pleasure. He stretched his fingers inside me, and I started to rock against him. 

I reached down and slid my hand around his cock, amazed at how huge and 
rock hard it was after the way he’d already fucked me so long and hard. I wanted 
more. I couldn’t get enough of him. 

His mouth moved back to mine as I stroked him, his fingers still buried 
inside me, keeping me wet and ready for him. I trembled when he withdrew 



them, wanted to whimper at the loss. 

Brett pushed me back on the mattress, my knees bent back under me. My 
hips were open, his palm splayed on my chest, pressing me down. My breath 
was ragged, my body tingling. Breathless, I lay there spread for him. He moved 
his hands to my thighs, pushed them further apart. I felt how wide he opened me, 
how my whole body seemed to shift inside and out with my legs held that far 
apart. I shuddered, wet and needy beneath him. 

Brett rubbed his thumb over my clit. I jerked, bit down hard on my lips as 
pleasure soared through me. I was so ready to come. He rubbed the pad of his 
thumb across me again and I shuddered at the force of the spike of ecstasy that 
ripped through me. He stopped, stilled me, taking me to the edge and backing 
off. I was trembling with need. He rubbed his thumb down my slit, my aching 
pussy that needed him. My body shook under his iron control. I couldn’t speak 
even to say please because I felt like I was on a tight wire, stretched to breaking, 
that there was only this breathless state of need, and the orgasm I needed so 
much. I would have begged, would have clawed at him, but I was pressed back 
with my legs bent under me, one of his big hands on my thigh, the other teasing 
between my thighs with deliberate touches that made my body throb. 

He bent his head, fastened his mouth over my nipple and drew on it hard and 
deep, his hot velvet tongue working its magic. I writhed and twisted under him, 
my fists gripping the sheets like I was afraid I’d lift right off the bed if I didn’t 
hold on tightly enough. 

At once, he reared up off of me and I saw it, his jutting cock, impossibly big 
and rigid just before he plunged it into me. I cried out at the hardness and the 
size of him as he filled my pussy, stretching me, making me fit him. It felt wet 
and slick, hot and filthy in the best way. He held my thighs down and thrust into 
me, pumping hard and fast. Something animalistic in me responded to it, to his 
alpha dominance, trusting that he knew my body and what I needed, that he 
would bring me the greatest pleasure a woman had ever known. 

Brett fucked me so thoroughly I was sobbing with the intensity, with the 
unbearable tension of the orgasm I was on the edge of. I found the strength to let 
go of the sheets, to bury my fingers in his hair. He slowed his thrusts, bent his 
head to kiss me in response. His kiss was rough and tender at the same time, 
flooding me with desire and love all at once. His mouth rocked over mine, his 
tongue stroking in my mouth to the same rhythm as his cock moving in and out 
of my quivering, slick pussy. 

Then his fingers slid between us, slipping along my swollen clit, pinching 
and plucking it until I screamed, arching off the bed as he surged into me with a 
final, powerful thrust. I felt him spill inside me, heard the roar he made with his 



climax and it made me come again instantly. I was still riding the waves of one 
orgasm when his completion made me come even harder. I felt my body tense, 
the quick waves of release wringing me out, leaving me weak with the throbbing 
aftermath of incredible pleasure. 

Even as he came down from his own orgasm, Brett caught me in his arms 
and held me against him, his cock still wet inside me, as he crushed me against 
his chest. I clung to him, weak and exhausted, more satisfied than I’d ever 
dreamed of being. 



1 8 


1 slept late and worked the next day on article topics after a long, leisurely 

shower. I’d used the strawberry scented shower gel and conditioned my hair. 
I lingered, luxuriating in happy afterglow. There had been a bag of fresh bagels 
on the counter when I woke, and I munched on one while I tried to come up with 
items for my list to submit to Liz Markham. 

I wanted to do one on breakups on the brink of the altar like poor Sadie’s. 
That was my first choice. Then I vetoed a lot of my own ideas as boring or 
repetitive, knowing that sex was what really sold, and what the readers were 
looking for. Hours later I still only had one of the three topics decided on. I 
tentatively put down an idea about threesomes, but wondered if it was too racy. I 
had to compartmentalize what I did in my private life so it didn’t spill over into 
my work. I settled on taboo sexual fantasies for the third subject, thinking that 
probably there would be lots of cops and firemen on the fantasy list. I could 
attest personally to it. I nearly had to fan myself thinking about it. 

Work was uneventful. I used my break to call Ainsley and catch her up on 
the details of my spec article and get her opinion. I texted my dad that things 
were going really well with the internship. I left the bar shift early to cover for a 
waitress who got sick and had to leave. The tips weren’t as good, but there was 
more downtime than I had at the bar. I also got off a little earlier. The guys drove 
me home and I fell asleep on the way. Derek woke me when we arrived and held 
my hand to help me up the stairs. I vaguely remembered him telling me we’d all 
have Sunday brunch together and talk about things. I slept long and hard. I got 
up early and showered and dressed for my day at Envy in record time. I was 
eager to see what the reaction would be to my list of topics. I brought Celia a 
pumpkin spice coffee and told her I was through with my article proposals. She 
promised to let me know when Liz was ready to discuss them. 



I made copies, tons of them, and picked up lunches and lattes. I sorted and 
stapled packets for an upcoming board meeting. Five o’clock came and went, 
and I headed for the bar. Clearly Liz Markham had a busy day and hadn’t had 
time to review my ideas, which was hardly surprising. I had to cover for the 
same waitress again, so I didn’t get to joke around with Cammie and Jason, but I 
got off work earlier than usual for the second night in a row. Brett showed up 
alone to pick me up. 

“How’s it going?” 

“Good. Where’s Derek?” 

“He’s baking. He decided to make brownies, and they weren’t done in time 
to come along to get you.” 

“Baking?” I asked, with my eyebrows raised. 

Brett laughed. “Could you imagine? No, he’s watching the end of the game. I 
told him I’d come get you,” Brett said, cracking a smile. 

“That sounds more like it,” I said. 

“Are you really that disappointed it’s just me?” he asked, looking a little 
hurt. 

I shook my head. “No, my mind is just somewhere else. My boss didn’t 
respond to the list of article topics I sent her.” 

“She’s probably just busy,” he said, pointing the truck toward home. 

“Yeah. I figured. But I’m so excited about it, I just wish she was so thrilled 
with my ideas that she couldn’t wait to meet with me.” 

“What were your topics?” he asked. 

“Breaking off engagements right before the wedding, men who refuse to use 
condoms, sexual fantasies,” I said. 

“So, men who are assholes, men who are assholes and will never get laid, 
and women fantasizing about men who are NOT assholes for a change?” Brett 
quipped. 

“Basically,” I replied, laughing. 

We filled the short drive home with small talk. Brett told me about their shift 
on patrol, and I told him how bored I was making copies and fetching coffee. He 
reached over and took my hand in his, lifting it to his mouth for a gentle kiss. 

“It will all pay off, I know it will,” he said sincerely. 

Once home, I went upstairs and ate a bowl of cereal, sitting down on Brett’s 
recliner while he worked out. I asked Derek about the game, about his day at 
work. We chatted for a bit, and when he got up for a beer, I changed the channel 
to a game show I liked. Soon all three of us were clustered at the TV, shouting 
answers and criticizing the idiot who lost a chance at a million dollars. There 
was another episode on after that one and before we knew it, it was midnight. 



I kissed them both good night and went to bed. They were scheduled to work 
that weekend, which was good because I needed some time to sort out exactly 
what I was feeling. I knew that this thing with them wasn’t just fun anymore. I 
was catching real feelings for both of them. 

The next day, Celia called me to go to Liz Markham’s office. I was excited to 
hear her feedback, knowing that my inclusion of Taboo fantasies’ was sure to 
keep her from renewing criticism that I’d played it safe in my writing. It would 
take a lot of courage and curiosity to interview women about the fantasies they 
kept secret, to do that kind of research. I strode into her office, more confident 
than I’d been before. I had addressed her suggestions and had chosen topics I 
would normally have shied away from. I’d have to tell the guys later that they’d 
given me a confidence boost, made me feel more aware of my sexuality, and that 
it was helping me at work. 

I took the seat she indicated. I crossed my ankles and kept my head high. My 
hands weren’t as sweaty as they had been the last time. Maybe I was beginning 
to think of myself as a real writer, as someone of value to Envy. I waited for her 
to begin instead of eagerly asking what she thought. I had to show poise, 
professionalism. 

“Lynette,” she said, removing her glasses, “I reviewed your short list of 
topics with the intent of selecting one to develop into an article with you. To be 
honest, I had hoped for more from you. I think from the quality of your research 
that you have a good brain and some promise as a writer, but it’s possible that 
you’re not ready for such a step. I believe at this point, due to the 
underwhelming nature of your subjects, you’d be best assigned to the research 
division working on source gathering for topics already approved.” 

“But, Liz,” I said boldly, “I even included an idea on sexual fantasies.” 

“Yes, and if you were trying to write for a teen magazine, that might be 
considered daring. Your subjects were far tamer than anything we would feature 
in a newsstand issue. And our online readers are accustomed to more 
provocative content than what goes to print. When I told you to push your 
boundaries, I suppose I misjudged where your boundaries lie. I would never ask 
an intern or employee to do something that made him or her truly uncomfortable 
or that violated their beliefs. That being said, it would seem that your talent will 
lie elsewhere.” 

“Please don’t dismiss me. Don’t stick me in research. I’ll do research if that’s 
all you think I’m capable of, but with all respect, you’d be wrong. If the ideas 
were too tame, I’ll generate wilder ones. Give me the weekend to improve on 
this. I want very much to write for Envy.” 

“That’s both flattering and somewhat surprising, since you chose topics as if 



you’d never read the magazine.” 

“I’ve read every issue since I was eighteen!” I protested. 

“Then you should have a better eye for what makes it into the magazine, 
Lynette. Look at our archives some more, make sure you’re not editing out ideas 
based on what your family will think of them.” 

I dropped my gaze. Maybe I had been worried about what my dad would 
think the first time he saw my name on an article about condoms or nipple 
piercings. He’d be ashamed of me. He’d say he should’ve made me go to church 
more. 

“I’ll give that some thought. I appreciate your willingness to give me another 
chance. I can do better.” 

“I hope so,” Liz said, standing to indicate I was dismissed. 

I was so disappointed. I went straight to the ladies room and sat in a stall. I 
was sick to my stomach and thoroughly upset. How could I have thought that 
editor extraordinaire Liz Markham would think my sex fantasy idea was edgy 
enough to put in the magazine? I knew better. I knew this audience and this 
magazine. I just had to quit acting uptight about it. God knows I wasn’t acting 
uptight in my private life. 

I sniffed and pinched the bridge of my nose, trying to stop the tears. I was 
not going to be one of those women who couldn’t take criticism. If I was going 
to be a writer, a successful one, I’d have to develop a thicker skin. I’d have to put 
up with dissatisfied editors, revisions, Internet trolls. So whimpering in a 
bathroom stall wasn’t going to become a habit. Just as soon as I finished crying. 
Because my ultimate icon had told me I was too tame and a disappointment. A 
girl doesn’t just bounce right back from that. 

I fumbled with my phone, texted Derek and Brett. “Liz hates my ideas, too 
tame. Hiding in bathroom stall crying.” 

I swiped under my eyes with toilet paper to clean up the running eye makeup 
mess. My phone pinged and Derek had replied: Want me to kick her ass for you? 
I laughed, a watery, self-pitying laugh, but still, the guy could make me smile 
when I was down. 

I’m sure we can figure out some way to dirty up your mind later, Brett 
chimed in. I snorted. 

I blew out a breath and straightened my shoulders. Enough feeling sorry for 
myself. I had shit to do. 

I knew I couldn’t splash my face although it would’ve felt good—I wore way 
too much makeup to the Envy offices to get away without a streaky mess. I just 
fixed my high ponytail and went back to the elevator to ride down to the level 
where I had a stack of copies to make. 



I was glad it was my night off at the bar. I was able to go home and do 
research, expand my horizons. I checked out web sites that Liz had 
recommended when she gave me the assignment. I combed through the recent 
online issues of Envy again. As much as I laughed over the true stories from the 
emergency room about sexual mishaps and the real-life profile of college girls 
who’d survived melanoma after using tanning beds, I wanted to write about 
something less salacious. Yet, if I really wanted to write hard news instead of 
human interest and celebrity stuff, I wouldn’t have been so eager to work for my 
favorite magazine. I knew what kind of articles they featured. I just thought I 
could remain above the fray somehow, write about discrimination or even the 
new wave of romantic comedies, without having to face my squeamishness 
about having my name on an article about sex. Where my dad could see it and 
find out that I knew about sex at the age of twenty-two, and that I had maybe 
even had some. 

I wanted his approval. He was the only family I had, and he’d worked hard 
all his life to support me and make sure I had new shoes for school and got to go 
on the field trips. He worked on cars, fixing automobiles he could never afford. 
As long as I could remember he’d driven an old Dodge pickup that he kept 
fixing when it quit on him. I didn’t have student loans, because he sent me to 
college. I worked to pay my room and board, but my dad paid for every class, 
every book. It was a matter of pride to him that I had a degree, a chance to have 
a better job and a better life. Journalism was what I’d always wanted—to tell 
stories that were true. But I wanted my dad to be proud of me as well. I knew 
that my prestigious internship would cease to be something he bragged about 
once he knew what I’d be writing. That my first published article might be about 
dildos instead of women in higher education. That I wouldn’t exactly be 
interviewing Nobel winners. He’d be disgusted, humiliated that he’d squandered 
all that overtime on a degree for a daughter who reviewed nipple clamps. 

I had to decide what I wanted more—success at Envy or to realize my own 
true dreams that I saw for myself and my future. I wasn’t just about my dad’s 
pride, it was about mine as well. Did I really want to be the girl reviewing nipple 
clamps?. For the most part I looked on Pinterest and felt sorry for myself. Then I 
opened a bottle of chardonnay and got serious. The guys were working which 
meant I had the loft all to myself. I could kick back in my pajamas with a glass 
of wine (my second) and search the Internet for something that was more like a 
fresh perspective and less like some shy teenage girl’s idea of a titillating topic. 

I read some of the competitor’s articles and started clicking through the ads. 
The next thing I knew I was reading about a foam wedge that makes it easier for 
overweight people to have sex comfortably. I downed another glass of 



chardonnay and looked at the diagrams. I took some notes and looked up a few 
references—stuff about the average BMI of Americans in their twenties and 
figured what percentage of readers might benefit from such an accessory in the 
bedroom. I checked out some silly looking sex toys and one or two that seemed 
enticing. When I clicked over to Envy’s archive, I saw tons of reviews of that 
kind of thing and a few articles (mostly serious, a few humorous) about bringing 
toys into your relationship and some of the wildest ones on the market. There 
was a feature from a year ago about the best sex toys for disabled readers, the 
best positions for overweight readers. So my crazy ideas were already a ‘been 
there-done that’ for readers. 

Not to be discouraged, I started checking out some of the latest stats on open 
relationships, couples that loved each other and lived together on their own 
terms, inviting another partner into the bedroom with them or seeing other 
people of any gender separately and keeping to a set of agreed-upon standards. I 
made notes frantically—some common rules were safe sex only, oral only, 
strangers only, same-sex only—it was baffling and fascinating. I guess I’d always 
imagined polyamorous couples to be the kind who threw their keys in a bowl at 
swinger parties in the sixties like I’d seen in the movies. To read how many 
people there were, people my own age, who made their own rules like that was 
really eye-opening. It made me think of a really good article topic, and I had just 
the built-in research team I needed right there in the loft. 



19 


I—C rett and Derek came into the loft quietly, so careful like they wouldn’t want 

" to wake me at two in the morning. I was awake though. I had dozed in one 
of the recliners for a while, but I got up around midnight and looked up more 
information on the polyamorous lifestyle. I wanted to have a reasonable amount 
of facts to present to Liz, and a basis for my choice. 

“Hey!” I said brightly. I hopped up from the table where I’d been taking 
notes. I picked up my glass to take a drink, but it was empty again. I glared at it, 
confused for a minute, before I bounded over to the guys, “Wanna help me with 
something? I have an idea.” 

Brett looked at me quizzically, then cut his eyes to the wine bottle that was 
about two-thirds empty, “Did you drink all that alone?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

“Nothing. You’re just terrifyingly perky,” he said. 

“I’ll help. Is it naked help?” Derek teased. 

“Actually it probably will be,” I said matter-of-factly, “I found a new topic 
and the last two years of Envy have barely touched on it. But it’s kind of a big 
deal, especially with people our age. Polyamory, loving more than one person at 
a time, having an open relationship. Or a committed couple who share another 
lover. There are all these combinations I never dreamed of being part of the 
spectrum of normal. I mean—I thought, there’s straight people and gay people 
and maybe some bisexual people. I never knew there were all these options, you 
know?” 

They stared at me but they didn’t ask questions. I thought they’d both be 
brimming with questions and opinions and that Derek would crack some dirty 
joke. I didn’t expect radio silence from the guys. 

“Well?” I prompted, waiting for them to tell me what a super idea I had. “I 



want to write about polyamory. Specifically, threesomes. How it works, how that 
can be positive and healthy in a relationship. It’s not sordid and demeaning. I 
want to throw open the curtains on a lifestyle I never thought I’d be a part of.” 

“Polyamory?” Brett said, “That’s new. I suppose I hadn’t looked to put a 
label on this.” 

“Have a seat, boys,” I said, pouring myself another glass of wine. “I know 
you’re tired after work, and I’m a little bit tipsy, but things need to be said. I’m 
not just playing around, hooking up with both of you. There’s this part of 
polyamory, the word, that stuck with me. It’s about love. And I love both of you. 
You’re the best friends I’ve ever had, and I’m so lucky to have you. And to have 
found the two of you, who accept me and like me the way I am and don’t judge 
me for wanting to be with you both, drunk or sober. I don’t know what I’d do 
without you,” I said, sniffling. 

“You’re a sloppy drunk, Lyn,” Derek said, tackling me in a bear hug, “And 
you know I love you too.” 

“I love you too. And your frittatas, which I might add you have not made 
again despite being on the receiving end of some world class sexual favors,” 
Brett said. 

“Fine, make a joke. I’m serious. I care about you both. I think that 
polyamory is a topic that is worth learning about and writing about. It’ll interest 
the readers and hopefully Liz Markham will approve.” 

“ “You know she’s not the be all and end all of publishing right?” 

“I know. But she’s awesome and she was disappointed in me and I—" 

“Got shitfaced and declared your love for your roommates? Yeah, I noticed 
that part,” Brett said. 

“I am not shitfaced,” I said, enunciating carefully so I didn’t slur, “I’m po-ly- 
am-or-ous. And you are, too.” 

“I’m not sure I qualify, since I’m only amorous with you, not Derek.” 

“Yeah,” Derek said, “Me and Brett, we’re just comfortable together because 
we’re friends and we work together. I don’t go around checking out his ass in the 
locker room or anything.” 

“You know what I mean. It’s not a three-way to be wild and try it once or 
twice. It’s not something to check off my wild oats bucket list. It’s a relationship. 
It’s a lifestyle. There’s been loads of articles about trying something racy, 
picking up an extra girl or guy at a club and taking them home to spice up your 
tired relationship. This is so different from that. I want to write about it, explore 
it. But I want to make sure you’re okay with that. I’m not going to use names or 
identifying details or anything, but I want your blessing.” 

“You don’t need our blessing to tell your own story,” Derek said. 



“That is such a Brett thing to say,” I said, smiling. 

“He beat me to it,” Brett said, “But he’s right. I just don’t want my name 
attached to it because one of these days I may take the detective’s exam and I 
don’t want to have to answer questions about my sex life being in the news, and 
how police are in a position of trust.” 

“I’d never risk your professional reputations. I just wanted to know if you’d 
be up for some anonymous research? Try a few new tricks? Cause I’ve been 
looking online and—" 

“What exactly have you been looking at online?” Derek asked, reaching for 
my laptop and spinning it toward him. I wished I’d thought to clear my browser 
history. I tried to get it away from him, but my hand eye coordination was a little 
loopy from too much wine on an empty stomach. 

“Look, don’t browser shame me. It’s research.” 

“Filthy Menage? Fired Up Four-way? These are what you’ve been reading?” 

“Reading isn’t the word I’d use. It’s mostly pictures. And, you know, video,” 
I said, starting to blush. I ducked into the bathroom. When I emerged, Derek was 
still at my laptop, Brett peering avidly over his shoulder at the screen. 

“Why do you have the sound turned off?” Derek said, “The sound is like the 
best part.” He adjusted the volume and soon the loft was filled with theatrical 
moans and grunts over a soundtrack of eighties-style slow grind music. 

“Ugh, it’s embarrassing. If the sound’s on, someone might hear it—" 

“And know you were watching three-way porn?” Brett said. 

“Wait, there’s another leg. I think it’s four way. Or else that one chick has 
three legs,” Derek said. 

“Freaky. I think that’s a guy back there. Is he drinking a Gatorade?” 

“It makes sense they’d need to hydrate. It’s like a workout. Just—messier,” 
Derek said with a grimace, closing the laptop. 

“So, are you guys in? Do you need to hydrate first?” I teased. 

“I think you’re hydrated enough for all of us,” Brett said, “Have a glass of 
water and eat something.” 

“Fine,” I said, “If y’all don’t want to get naked and nasty with me, I’ll just 
heat up this frozen diet chicken meal,” I giggled. 

“Give me that,” Derek said, “You’re not eating frozen chemical crap.” 

“But drive thru burgers are nutritious?” I said. 

“No, but at least they taste good,” he said, “Here.” He started getting stuff 
out of the refrigerator. Within minutes, he had made thick sandwiches, meat and 
cheese, dill pickles on the side. I took one happily and bit into it. 

“Oh, my God. Derek. This is incredible. You could totally work at Subway!” 
I said enthusiastically. 



“You’re such a funny drunk,” Brett said, “Subway would never hire him. 
He’d eat all the meat and then stop work to do pushups all the time.” 

I laughed, and part of a pickle fell out of my mouth, which made me laugh 
even more. Derek choked on his beer, laughing, and I had to thump him on the 
back. 

“Yeah, I’m a sex goddess,” I giggled, “Totally ready to teach the readers of 
Envy a thing.. .or three.” 

“If you didn’t have mustard on your chin that would sound so much sexier,” 
Brett said. Derek was still blowing his nose on a paper towel after choking on 
the beer. 

“Maybe you’re buying in to the glam porno image of the threesome,” I said, 
“when what I’m going to research and write about it the reality, the affection and 
playfulness and occasional messiness of the relationship.” 

“If you saw that video we saw, glamour was not part of it. They were doing it 
on one of those vinyl picnic tablecloths like you get at the dollar store,” he 
shuddered. 

“That makes sense though. You could hose it off when you were done. Or 
just, like, throw it away and get a fresh one for next time,” I said. 

“Wouldn’t it be better for the environment to have your three-ways on 
something you could throw in the washer afterward? Reduce the amount of trash 
you produce, be kind to the earth?” Derek asked. 

“Environmentally Friendly Threesomes, written and researched by Lynette 
Weaver,” Brett announced. 

I giggled while I washed my hands at the sink, “Are you guys ready to stop 
kidding around and do some serious research?” 

“I’m game if you are,” Brett said. 

“Anything in the name of informing the public,” Derek quipped. 

I squealed and clapped my hands, feeling all sorts of deliciously naughty. 
Taking each of them by the hand, I led Derek and Brett into Derek’s bedroom so 
we could put that king bed of his to good use. 

The three of us flipped through the options for a minute. 

“I’m a man of action. I don’t need a diagram,” Brett said. 

The three of us walked into Derek’s room and stood looking at one another 
for a moment. “Thank you for being willing to try this with me,” I said to them. 

Derek nodded, and Brett shrugged his big shoulders. “Of course. Don’t you 
know by now that we would do anything for you?” Brett asked. 

I smiled and nodded, looking from one man to the other. “I do know that,” I 
said. 

I stepped toward Brett and reached for the hem of his shirt. He stood still as I 



lifted the fabric and pushed it up his body. He helped me tug it over his head and 
then dropped his arms back down to his sides as I pressed kisses to his chest and 
stomach. His head dropped back, and a low groan emanated from him. 

“God, I love your mouth,” he said. 

I smiled up at him before continuing to pepper his torso with kisses. I felt 
Derek move behind me and run his hands up the back of my shirt to unfasten my 
bra. He slipped his fingers under the fabric and cupped by breasts, which were 
already aching with the anticipation of his touch. 

“Mmmm, that feels so good,” I moaned as I reached for Brett’s belt buckle. 

I worked my fingers quickly to undo the belt and unfasten his jeans. Once 
the fabric, along with his boxers, was around his knees, his huge cock jutted up 
between us. 

I looked over my shoulder at Derek and he lowered his head to mine for a 
kiss as I wrapped my fingers around Brett’s thick shaft. I squeezed slightly as I 
worked the length of him, earning grunts of pleasure for my work. 

Derek stepped back and undid his own jeans, sliding them down before 
sitting on the bed behind me. He reached out and pulled my bottoms off and I 
stepped out of them. 

Brett leaned down to kiss me, plunging his tongue deep into my mouth as 
Derek’s hand slid up my inner thigh and cupped my pussy. He parted my folds 
and slipped a finger inside of me. 

“Holy shit, Lyn, you are so wet,” he said, his voice thick and husky. 

I broke from Brett’s kiss and looked back and forth between them. “That’s 
what you two do to me.” 

Derek put his hands on my hips and pulled me backward toward his lap. I 
spread my legs wide and lowered myself onto his rock-hard cock, instantly 
groaning at the feeling of him inside me. He kept hold of my hips and started to 
thrust up into me as I rode him. 

I reached out for Brett and pulled him to me, leaning forward to take the 
meaty head of his dick in my mouth. His hands fisted in my hair as I sucked and 
licked his shaft. 

Derek’s thrusts were getting quicker and I could feel him wanting to come, 
but I didn’t want it to end just yet. I stood up off of him and released Brett from 
my mouth with a popping sound. 

The guys switched places, with Brett on the bed and Derek standing in front 
of me. 

“Kneel on the bed,” Brett commanded, his voice deep. 

I did as he said, and he slid himself underneath me, his mouth poised just 
below my pussy. I sat back just a fraction of an inch and Brett’s tongue and lips 



went to town as he ate me like Sunday dinner. 

Derek was standing in front of me, his breathing jagged as he stroked his 
cock and watched Brett devour my pussy. 

“Come here,” I said, reaching for him. 

Derek stepped toward me and I took him in my mouth. As I ran my tongue 
up and down his hard shaft, Brett’s pressure on my clit intensified. I rode his 
face as Derek fucked my mouth, the sensations starting to blur my vision. When 
Brett took my clit between his teeth and slipped a finger inside my tight channel, 
I was done for. I came hard, sucking in a breath that caused Derek to spill down 
my throat. 

“Holy fuck Lynette,” he cried as he came. 

Brett wiggled out from underneath me as I sucked Derek dry, drinking down 
all he had to give me. 

The three of us sat for a moment, panting and sweating. 

“That was amazing,” I said, finally catching my breath. 

“Yes, amazing,” Derek agreed. 

I looked back at Brett, who was sitting against the headboard with a satisfied 
smirk on his face. 

“What are you grinning at?” I asked him. 

“I like making you come,” he said. 

“Well now it’s my turn to make you come,” I told him. 

I crawled up the bed to where he sat and pressed my lips to his. I tasted 
myself on his tongue and it only made me hot and wet all over again. My God, I 
could never get enough of these two. Derek crawled onto the bed as well and 
stroked my back as I kissed Brett. 

We made out for a few minutes, my hands on his back, his fingers in my hair 
and our tongues mating, twisting together. I felt my urgency rise, the level of my 
arousal evident when Derek traced his fingertips along the inside of my thigh 
and I jerked, my entire body enlivened by the touch. I felt the tip of him pressed 
against my slit. I pushed down, taking him into me. He met my movement with a 
thrust of his own and I cried out. Not to be outdone, Brett fondled my nipples, 
stroking them tenderly with his fingertips, then shocking me with a firmer touch, 
rolling my puckered nipples between his thumb and finger, almost pinching them 
as I tossed my head back and forth at the intensity. It felt amazing, and there was 
a disorienting quality to feeling Derek’s cock pumping inside me while I was 
face to face with Brett, my hands knotted in his hair. 

I held on to Brett, his mouth on mine as Derek upped the rhythm of his 
thrusts. I reached out one hand behind Brett. Derek caught my hand in his, lacing 
our fingers together. Palm to palm with him, his cock buried inside me, I felt so 



intimately close to Derek, so joined to him. With Brett kissing my neck, sucking 
just below my ear, I jerked, the orgasm coming on fast and hard, taking me by 
surprise. The hard clench of my body made Derek come. Brett kept kissing me 
until I turned away. He brushed my hair back from my face as I sat up, launched 
myself into Derek’s arms. We held each other for a moment and caught our 
breath. Then I pulled away, kissed Brett. 

“I owe you one. That was fun for me, but pretty thankless for you,” I said. 

Brett stood up, his impressive erection startling me. I knew it was hot having 
him crouched over me, servicing my nipples, but I had no idea it would turn him 
on so much. 

“Here, let me,” I said, reaching for him, my lips already parting to take all of 
him in. 

I held on to his narrow hips, my lips closing over the tip. I closed my eyes, 
tasting the salty drops that clung to his hard, velvety flesh. I stroked his length 
with my hand, my tongue flicking the underside of the head. His hands moved in 
my tangled hair as we rocked together. I felt Derek’s hands on my hips, lifting 
me until I was on all fours. I leaned down on my elbows, my butt in the air. I 
could feel the crackle of electricity in the room, the way we were all so turned on 
from touching, from watching. I sucked Brett while the blunt head of Derek’s 
cock, hard again already, nudged my slick sex and thrust in. With one smooth 
motion, he was within me. I moaned around Brett’s cock. Soon they were 
thrusting in tandem—we found our rhythm and it was intoxicating. I wanted to 
scream with ecstasy with every thrust, wanted to hum and squeal on Brett’s cock 
in my mouth as they both fucked me. I was coming before I knew it, pushing my 
hips back hard as Derek pumped into me, his hands holding me securely. 

I sucked harder but Brett pulled away from me as my orgasm crashed over 
me. I reached for him blindly. He caught me in his arms, 1 felt myself lifted, 
settled onto his lap. He lowered me onto his rigid cock, penetrating me as my 
head drooped against his shoulder. I loved it, being passed from Derek to Brett 
and back again, loved being so caressed and cherished, so thoroughly fucked. I 
clung to him, rocking my hips. His hand pressed the small of my back, his hips 
thrusting deep and slow. I mewed, my nails digging in to his shoulders as he held 
me tight, driving into me so deep that I thought I’d pass out. It was on the edge 
of too much, of overwhelming all my senses. He was taking me farther than I’d 
ever been, out past the stars that swirled in front of my eyes as he came hard 
inside me. I shuddered at the impact, at the primal rush I felt with his hot seed 
spurting into my depths. 

Derek scooped me up off Brett’s lap, still hard, not finished with me. I 
managed a weak smile as he laid me on the bed. I shivered as he moved down 



my body, his questing mouth, his insistent fingers. He stroked my throat, caught 
my earlobe between his teeth and tugged gently. Derek touched every inch of my 
skin, his fingers trailing along the palms of my open hands, up my arms splayed 
out in exhaustion. He stroked my collarbone, my breasts, made my nipples 
harden and distend under his fingers. He moved his palm to my mound, the heel 
of his hand pressing hard on my clit as he rocked his hand there. I was moving 
with him almost involuntarily, grinding against him for more friction. He tucked 
two fingers inside of me, sent me twisting and begging for more. He kissed my 
lips, hard and deep, his tongue in my mouth as if he’d wipe out any memory of 
another man. My arms found their way around his neck as he moved up, parting 
my folds with his fingers, seating his cock back inside me where it belonged. I 
drew a ragged breath, “yes,” I whispered in satisfaction. He moved just right, 
hitting that spot in front with every thrust. Bright pops of light started on the 
edge of my vision. My feet flexed, a spasm started in my stomach and thighs. I 
shook uncontrollably. He had to hold me down to finish fucking me. I was 
groaning, grunting, shrieking with the most incredible release I’d ever felt. He 
pounded into me until I came and came, forgetting everything but the man joined 
to me. I thrashed beneath him, unable to get my breath. He covered my mouth 
with his. I almost fought him, the waves of heat and sharp ecstasy ripping 
through my body made me feral. I pushed at his shoulders, but he held me fast, 
kissing me so tenderly I thought my heart would break. He leaned his forehead 
against mine, “I’ve got you, baby. I’m right here. We both are.” 

I let him slide out of me and hold me. Brett curled up behind me, spooning 
against my back. We slept the rest of the night the three of us together on the 
bed. 

I woke to one of them kissing me. I felt my body respond, stretching lazily, 
half asleep, lips parted to receive his tongue. I opened my eyes, was met with 
darkness. I felt for the blindfold, a soft length of silk—someone’s necktie 
probably, and grinned. They were making my last fantasy come to life. 

“Mmmmm, Derek,” I murmured against his mouth. 

“How do you know which one it is?” he whispered, trying to disguise his 
voice. 

“I know how you move, how you kiss me. You always touch my neck, and 
you’re more aggressive about pressing into my hips. And your tongue is divine. 
You do this thing where you stroke in three times and then go deep the fourth 
time. Curls my toes right up,” I said, with a satisfied smile. 

“Don’t say anymore. He already looks too pleased with himself,” Brett’s 
voice came grumpily, and I giggled. 

“Now you kiss me, and I’ll tell you how I know it’s you,” I prompted. 



The lips on my face, the hand on my neck moved away, replaced by a softer 
kiss, a hand gentle on my face. 

“Nope, still Derek. Nice try,” I teased. 

“We can’t fool her,” Derek said, “My skills are too magnificent to mistake 
for yours, Brett.” 

“Move over,” Brett said. 

This time, it was unmistakably Brett who kissed me. His stubble brushed my 
chin, his firm lips on mine. His palm cupped my breast, his fingers finding the 
pink nipple and plucking until it was a hard nub. He grazed my lower lip with 
his teeth. 

“How can you tell it’s me?” he said huskily. 

“Easy,” I said, “You go straight for the boobs, and despite your history, you 
do everything harder, with more of an edge than Derek. Do you remember the 
night we went out to the club? We were in the truck, and you kissed me at a 
stoplight and you pinched my nipple. I thought I’d come right then. No one had 
ever handled me that roughly, and it turned out I liked it. You’re the quiet one, 
the sweet one, but you’re more of an envelope pusher in bed.” 

“So I’m vanilla now?” Derek protested teasingly. 

“Never,” I said, “you’re both decadent as hell. But I have to work today.” 

“No you don’t,” Derek said, “We called you in sick. I said you’d been sick 
all night. You’d be in after noon if you felt better. So you can sleep it off.” 

“I can’t believe you called in sick for me!” I laughed. 

“So thank me properly. Do you want the blindfold off or on?” Derek said. 

“On, I think,” I said, turning back to kiss Brett. 



1 slept late, went over my notes and wrote out the article. The guys were 

already at work, but Derek had left me a sandwich in the refrigerator. 

I was very proud of what I wrote. It was honest and brave, a little bit funny, 
and a lot romantic and sexy. I called it “The Devil’s Three Way”—slang for a 
MMF threesome. I told it as an interview with a girl who called herself Katie, 
veiled the details about the guys and how we met, but really infused it with the 
sense of friendship and love, the ongoing relationship and how we were 
supportive of one another, that it was a meaningful choice. Then I detailed the 
sometimes hilarious and sometimes hot positions we tried out. When I was 
finished spell checking it, I emailed it to Liz. 

That night at the bar, I checked my phone on my break. I’d hoped for a 
message from Liz, but I knew she was busy, so it didn’t surprise me when she 
hadn’t responded with an exultant plea that I sign a contract and start writing for 
her immediately. Instead of a message from her, I had one from my dad. 

My dad who never came to the city but who had suddenly decided to come 
visit me. Tomorrow. I squinted my eyes shut. Of course, it would be great to see 
him. I missed him. He was my only family. But I was thoroughly panicked. 

“Hi, honey. It’s Dad. I can’t wait to take my best girl out to lunch and hear all 
about how your life’s going. See you tomorrow,” was what the message said. 

His voice sounded cheerful in a forced way, like he was worried. Of course, 
he was worried. His sweet, wholesome only daughter had moved to the big 
dangerous city and done all kinds of things that would give him an actual heart 
attack if he knew about them. 

I messaged the guys, Dad coming tomorrow! with a panic emoji after it. 

Instantly, Brett called me, “What’s up?” he said. 

“My dad. Who never leaves the town where I grew up. My conservative, old- 



fashioned dad who raised me on his own. My church going, blue collar dad is 
coming to the city to take me to lunch tomorrow.” 

“And?” Brett asked. 

“He’s just—not going to love my lifestyle.” 

“You work at a magazine. You tend bar, which you also did in college. You 
may get an article printed in Envy. You’re happy and healthy and living the life 
you want. Right?” he asked. 

“Yes! But you’re missing the point. This is my dad. His opinion matters to 
me, so much. And he’s going to be so disappointed and ashamed of me. I can’t 
just say, hey, dad, good to see you. I just finished my article on orgy sex positions 
and I’d like you to meet my roommates. We all have sex together. I’m part of a 
throuple!” 

“A throuple?” 

“Look it up. It’s three people that are in a 

“Couple. I got it. And I’ve seen the kind of crap you look at online. I just 
don’t see why you’re panicking. Is your dad going to ask you about your sex 
life? Probably not. So why would you offer that information?” 

“I don’t think I can keep it secret. And anyway, he’ll find out what I’m 
writing about and know that—" 

“That you’re a grown woman? Honey, you owe it to yourself to be honest 
about who you are and what you do. You were proud of that article when you 
told us about it. But we won’t make a liar of you. You can introduce us as your 
roommates. I’ll stand there, shake your dad’s hand and tell him you’re like a 
little sister to me if that’s what you need me to do.” 

“Thanks, Brett. I appreciate your support. But don’t ever talk about being my 
brother again. Yuck.” 

“Just let me know what you need,” he said, and hung up. 

I went back to the bar, but I was rattled. My concentration was shot. I kept 
running through possible conversations with my dad. There was not one scenario 
I could imagine where things would go well. I wanted him to be proud of me, 
accept me for who I was. But I knew that my choices would make him unhappy. 

After work, Derek picked me up by himself. 

“Is Brett working?” I asked as I climbed in the truck. 

“No, I want to know what the fuck is going on.” 

“Excuse me?” I said, taken aback by his unusually harsh tone. 

“Your dad’s coming to town, so we’re putting on the Just Friends Show? 
This is bullshit, Lynette,” he said, fuming. His voice was low. He wasn’t yelling, 
but his knuckles were white on the steering wheel and I could tell how angry he 
was. 



“Derek,” I said, “My dad is old-fashioned. He’s traditional. He doesn’t go in 
for alternative lifestyles. He really, seriously believes that gay people are gay by 
choice. So he’s not going to understand and accept the fact that his daughter is 
having sex with two men at once.” 

“Your dad sounds like a jackass. I don’t have a lot of respect for men who go 
around judging the lifestyles of others or who try to force their beliefs on me. 
And I won’t lie to get his approval.” 

“I don’t expect you to care about his approval, Derek. But I do. I don’t even 
drink in front of him!” I said dejectedly. 

“If you cared so much about his approval, why did you choose to live your 
life the way you do? Write about sex, hook up with your roommates and have a 
threesome? Those aren’t the actions of a woman who’s worried about what her 
family thinks. I figure it’s one of two things: Either you don’t give a shit about us 
and you’re just sowing some wild oats as a temporary thing before you chase 
after the suburban dream, or you’re ashamed of us. Either way, it really sucks,” 
Derek said. 

Tears sprang to my eyes. I turned and looked out the window so he wouldn’t 
see. What he said had cut me to the heart. I wasn’t trying to be a jerk. I was 
afraid. I didn’t want my father to look at me like some stranger, like someone he 
could never be proud of. I wanted to hide, and I wanted him to think the best of 
me. I had thought I could have it both ways, living the life I liked and hiding it 
from my father. It was childish, and it was hurtful to Derek whom I cared about 
deeply. I didn’t want to hurt anyone. I felt miserable. I even thought of making 
an excuse and not seeing my dad at all. 

As soon as we reached the firehouse, I hopped out and ran up the steps to 
Brett. Hectic, swiping at my tears, I collided with his chest as he stepped out the 
door to meet us. I buried my face in his chest and sobbed. It felt so good to be 
held, protected. He stroked my hair and shushed me, comforted me. 

Derek brushed past us and went into the loft. I heard the refrigerator door, 
heard him pop a beer and turn on the TV, heard the metallic shift as he kicked 
back the recliner. I lifted my face to look at Brett. My eyes still swam with tears. 
He kissed my forehead and led me inside. 

“Are you this upset about your dad coming?” he asked softly. 

“She’s pissed because I called her out on being ashamed of us,” Derek called 
from the recliner, not turning around. 

“I’m not!” I cried. I went for the paper towels in the kitchen and mopped my 
face. 

He pushed down the footrest and got to his feet, a storm in his eyes. 

“Damn it, Lynette. I’m serious about you. I have feelings for you. We both 



do. This isn’t something you can throw away, some dirty little secret.” 
He stalked out, slamming the loft door behind him. 
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I I erek stormed out and left us there. I turned to Brett. 

“ “Do you feel the same way he does?” I asked. I hoped it was a no, 
hoped his supportive and caring routine from earlier was the truth of how he felt. 

Brett walked away from me and got a glass of water. He leaned on the sink, 
facing away from me. When he finally turned around, the frown lines around his 
mouth from the first time we met were back, bracketing his beautiful lips. 

“I want you to do what’s right for you, always,” he said, and sighed. 

“But?” I prompted. 

“But it’s hurtful. That you would rather pretend we’re nothing to you, rather 
than tell the truth and risk the disapproval of a narrow-minded person who 
doesn’t value you for who you really are—I care about you, too. Too much to 
walk out when you hurt me, but too much to lie to you either. Yes, I feel the 
same way Derek does, even if I show it differently.” 

I nodded. 

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what to do. He’s not just some guy on the corner, 
he’s my dad. The only family I have left. ” 

Without a word, he turned, went in his bedroom and shut the door. I went to 
bed alone, lonely and worried. I didn’t sleep, just freaked about what the next 
day might bring. What I could possibly say to my father, and how I could make 
him understand, or how I could handle the guys, make it up to them that I was 
selfish and didn’t prioritize their feelings. I didn’t come up with any answers that 
made me feel better at all. 

Late into the night, or maybe in the early hours of the morning, I heard the 
front door as Derek returned. He knocked softly at my door. I was still awake 
and miserable, but I didn’t want to talk. I especially didn’t want a renewal of his 
feelings about how I was being a callous bitch. He didn’t understand that I was 



hurting, too. That I was truly scared about losing my dad forever. So I didn’t feel 
like getting up in the middle of the night, tear stained and worried, to hash out 
the problem again. 

I turned my face to the wall and pretended to sleep. When I didn’t answer 
him knock again, I figured he’d gone to his own room. Then I heard the whisper 
of my door opening as he looked in on me. My heart pounded and for an instant 
when I thought he might try to wake me up. When he went back out and closed 
the door behind him, I laid still for a long time, silent. 

I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to show off my happy and successful city 
life to my dad. I wanted him to be proud of me, and to think that I was using my 
education to get an opportunity at a major international magazine. That I was a 
hard worker like him who supported myself financially. That I made a smart, 
safe choice in moving in with two cops. That my life was going well. And that I 
was in love. 

But I was afraid of what he’d think, what he’d say if he knew I was sleeping 
with both Derek and Brett, that I was, in my father’s views, a slut. A woman who 
had sex outside of marriage, who was possibly an abomination for being part of 
a threesome. I was a good girl growing up. I ate my vegetables. I sold Girl Scout 
cookies. I made good grades and turned in my homework on time and almost 
always remembered to do the dishes and make my bed. So it would be a shock 
of the worst kind for my dad to know what I was doing. 

What if he never wanted to see me again? What if he demanded that I repent 
my lifestyle and break it off with Derek and Brett? I knew he couldn’t make me 
do that, since I was an adult. But I also knew that if he threatened to disown me, 
to never see me again, that I’d cry and beg his forgiveness, because he was my 
dad. Because I loved him and looked up to him, and because he had raised me on 
his own. I might not have the same values as he did, but I respected him. 

If I could just get away with not telling him. Not sharing private details of 
my sex life with him. Most people my age didn’t tell their parents who they were 
sleeping with or how anyway. 

By failing to acknowledge my relationship with the guys, though, I was 
hurting them. If I had a boyfriend, as in singular, one and only one boyfriend, I’d 
obviously introduce him to my father. I’d invite him to join us for lunch. I’d 
hope they got along and liked each other. So refusing to admit I was 
romantically involved with Derek and Brett was like saying that they didn’t 
count. That neither was my boyfriend. That what we shared wasn’t real. 

I even flirted with the idea of asking one of them to come to lunch as the 
boyfriend, and the other one to be the platonic roommate. Although my dad 
wouldn’t be happy with me living in the same apartment with a boyfriend either. 



Even if I had a separate room, he wouldn’t want me doing that. I shook my head. 
That wasn’t a compromise that would work. It would still disappoint my father, 
and it would hurt at least one of the guys. It was simply a no-win situation no 
matter what way I looked at it. 

Exhausted and no closer to a solution, I finally drifted off to sleep. 



22 


/\ t my internship, I asked for the afternoon off because my dad was in town. 

My supervisor was really nice about it. Since I knew from Celia that Liz 
Markham was out of town, I wasn’t worried about missing an opportunity to talk 
to her about what I’d sent her. I did some copies and a latte run and left at 
eleven. I had asked my dad to meet me at Richie’s, a place near work that had 
great burgers. I didn’t want to take him anyplace that would make him 
uncomfortable, like the French place with the fantastic soup where Celia and I 
sometimes went. Or the salad place that was stupidly expensive for a bowl of 
lettuce. I wanted him to feel like he was in his element, not out of place. So I 
took care to select a venue where he would be familiar with everything they 
served, and no one would be snooty or wearing a suit and tie. 

I wore my pencil skirt and my blue blouse. I looked neat and professional, 
but I didn’t wear any fancy sample-closet shoes or a silk scarf. He wouldn’t like 
it if I was too into my appearance. Vanity was something he’d talked to me about 
when I wanted to start wearing makeup in middle school. I was allowed lip gloss 
—clear gloss only—until I was sixteen. Then I got to wear mascara. I thought I 
was as glamorous as freaking Kate Upton when I was finally allowed to wear 
mascara. So I’d kept my makeup understated—no contouring and highlighting, 
no perfect cat-eye liner. 

I fidgeted and sipped my water. I’d ordered my dad iced tea and waited for 
him, impatient, nervous. When he walked in, I felt a rush of affection at the 
familiar sight of him. Here was the man who’d always loved and protected me 
and worked so hard to give me the best life he could. The flood of love, of 
having missed him so much, just overwhelmed me. I stood up, hugged him when 
he reached the table. 

“It’s so good to see you, Daddy,” I said. 



He patted my shoulder, “You look great, sweetie. City life agrees with you 
all right,” he said. 

“Yes. I really like it. Have a seat. I got you some tea.” 

“Thanks. I was afraid you’d pick some snooty sushi joint, but this is okay,” 
he said, seeming relieved. I was glad I’d picked a burger place. 

We looked over the menu. I asked about his drive. He hated city traffic, but 
the place he was staying had free breakfast, so he had all the coffee and hotcakes 
he wanted that morning, he said. 

“How’s work?” I asked. 

“Same as ever. Ronnie Newton’s retiring. He and his wife sold their house 
and got a boat. They’re moving out to the lake.” 

“Isn’t Ronnie the one who likes fishing?” I said. 

“Yeah. He’s always wanted to go on the bass fishing tour. He’s not gonna do 
that, but he’ll relax out on the boat, drink beer and nap probably,” Dad chuckled. 

“He’s earned it. He’s been there even longer than you,” I said. 

“Old Ronnie started four years before me. But he’s been full time all that 
time. I didn’t go full time till two years after I started. I had to work the janitorial 
staff at the nursing home for a while to make ends meet, remember?” 

“I remember you telling me about it. I was a baby, I think,” I said, biting my 
lip, thinking of my dad having to mop floors at a nursing home after working all 
day fixing cars. 

“You would’ve been about three, maybe. Anyway, it wasn’t too long after 
that Mack hired me on full time. It was a lucky thing, because I was half asleep 
at that nursing home. The floors didn’t get too clean on my shift,” he said. 

“You must’ve been tired. It’s like me doing the internship in the daytime and 
then going to the restaurant for my shift,” I said. 

“You’re a hard worker like your old pop,” he said with a satisfied smile. 
“How’s waitressing? Still bringing in more tips than anyone else?” 

“I’m not waiting tables anymore. I switched to bartending. The timing of the 
shift works better with my internship hours, and the people I work with are 
really nice.” 

“A bar, though. Lynnie, we talked about this when you were in college. You 
insisted you knew best, but didn’t you have trouble with men trying to hit on 
you?” 

“That’s true of waitressing too,” I said, “and bartending’s easier. Less rushing 
around on my feet. And I make better money.” 

“I’d be happier if you were working as a waitress. You know what it looks 
like when a woman makes alcoholic drinks. I’m sure not all female bartenders 
have tank tops and big hair, but it’s not as respectable as waiting tables. That’s a 



woman’s job. Bartending, dealing with men who drink too much, that’s men’s 
work. A smart girl would stick to what is safer,” he said, his voice gentle but 
scolding. It took everything I had to bite back a sigh. 

He ate his burger and fries. I didn’t have much appetite. I tried to let him 
know I got to attend staff meetings and talk to editors and other interesting 
people at the magazine, and that I never walked home alone from work. 

“My roommates, the two cops who helped me out when my car broke down, 
they’re really protective. They come to the bar every night after their shift, not to 
drink but to look out for me and drive me home.” 

“That’s good of them. Like older brothers,” Dad said. I tried to think of 
something, anything to say that would clarify the relationship without giving too 
much away. 

“We’re all three good friends. It’s a safe building, and I like it there,” I said. 

“Are you dating anybody?” he asked, eyeing me. 

“Well,” I hesitated, “I’ve been seeing someone special, but it’s a little early 
to introduce you.” 

“Good, good. Now, since you’ve caught me up on what’s going on in your 
life, I feel like I ought to tell you the truth. I’m seeing someone,” he said, his 
eyes firmly fixed on the napkin beside his plate. 

“Seeing someone? That’s great,” I said, taking his hand, “I’m really happy 
for you.” 

“You are?” he said, the concern in his brow smoothing out until he looked 
almost younger. 

“Yes! Why wouldn’t I want you to be happy? Mom’s been gone a very long 
time.” 

“I drove up here to clear the air with you about dating again. I didn’t feel 
right keeping it from you. I’m glad to hear you say you’re okay with it. I thought 
you might be upset that I was serious about somebody after your mama.” 

“She’s been gone since I was little, Daddy. It’s high time you did something 
for yourself. I just want you to be happy, no matter what,” I said, a little bit 
tearful. 

“Thank you, sweetie. That makes me real happy to hear you say that,” he 
said, patting my hand. 

Why wouldn’t I be happy for him? I loved him and wanted the best for him. 
It dawned on me then that he must feel the same way about me, that as long as I 
was happy and healthy, nothing else was important. He’d understand. 

I got to my feet, “Daddy, I know you’re driving home this afternoon, but do 
you have time to go somewhere with me? I think I changed my mind. I want you 
to meet who I’m in love with,” I said bravely. 



“In love with? Well, that right there’s pretty serious, sweetie. Of course I’ll 
come meet your boyfriend. I hope he’s a standup guy from a good family.” 

We got in my dad’s old pickup, the familiar smell of peppermint and motor 
oil wafted to my nose. I breathed it in, feeling such a rush of familiarity, of good 
memories from my childhood riding beside him while we went to pick up parts 
from the salvage yard, playing country music on the radio. This was my dad, the 
one who taught me to ride a bike. He’d never want to hurt me, would never give 
me up because I disagreed with him. Love and family were stronger than that. I 
knew it. 

I texted the guys, who were both at home. “I’m bringing Daddy to meet you. 
Forgive me for doubting,” I messaged them. 

We pulled up to the firehouse, and I explained it was converted into lofts, 
that I rented a room in one of them. We went up the stairs. 

Brett opened the door, hulking and strong, clean cut and quiet. 

“Sir,” he said, holding out his hand. 

I held my breath, but my dad shook his hand, “Good to meet you, son. I’m 
Lynnie’s daddy. Tell me about yourself.” 

“I’m Brett Harding. I’m twenty-nine years old, and I’ve been a police officer 
for seven years. This is my best friend Derek Jennings, my partner on the force. 
He was kind enough to let me move in here after my divorce a little over a year 
ago,” Brett said, polite and grave. 

“Mr. Weaver,” Derek said with his handsome smile, “I see you’ve brought 
our girl back.” 

“Your girl?” my father asked, looking confused. 

“Have a seat, Daddy. There’s something you should know.” 

My dad sat down on Brett’s recliner, looked from one of us to the other, “I’ll 
be honest with you. I wasn’t happy that my daughter was renting a room from 
two men. My girlfriend, that is the lady I’ve been seeing, assured me that you 
two were probably homosexuals so I had nothing to worry about. See, her son is 
a homosexual and he’s a good guy. Little bit fancy, but a good kid. So what I 
don’t understand is if you were divorced—are you not a homosexual?” he asked 
Brett. 

My eyes got wide. Did my dad just ask Brett Harding if he was gay? Who 
asks someone that the first time they meet? Or ever? I shook my head. 

“Daddy,” I said, “they’re not gay. If they were, they’d still be the best friends 
I’ve ever had. I know you’ll love them once you get to know them, but please 
keep an open mind. I’m really happy here.” 

“Do you mean to tell me that you’re living here like you’re in an episode of 
that Three’s Company with men who like women?” he said, his eyes narrowing. 



“That wouldn’t be exactly accurate,” Derek said, “We aren’t just good 
friends, sir. We both love your daughter. Very much.” 

“I hope you mean like she’s your little sister,” my father said, getting to his 
feet. 

“No,” I said, knowing I had to be the one to say it, “I’m very safe there and 
taken care of. These two men—I’m in love with them. We’re together. I’m 
seeing them both, and I know it’s unconventional, but we’re very happy, and it 
works for us. I was afraid to tell you, because I was afraid you’d disown me—" 
my voice broke, willing him to say that he could never do that to his baby girl. 

“This is not how I raised you, Lynette Catherine Weaver. This is perversion. 
It disgusts me. I can only hope that when I get you back home you’ll come to 
your senses.” 

“I am home, Daddy,” I said, tears streaming down my face, “I’m not leaving 
with you. I want to be here with Derek and Brett. They’re the best thing that’s 
ever happened to me. They’ve loved me unconditionally even when I didn’t 
deserve it. So I’m begging you to think about this—to stop and think before you 
walk out of here. Because we can’t take back what we’re saying.” 

“I don’t want to take it back. I was ready to be okay with you living with a 
couple of gays, but not this, not shacking up with two men like a common 
whore.” 

I covered my mouth to muffle the sob. 

“You need to go,” Derek said, taking my father by the arm, “We’re not going 
to stand by and listen to you talk to Lynette that way. She’s a good, decent 
human being and she’s worth a hundred of you and your prejudices. You’re not 
welcome here until you’re ready to apologize and accept her for who she is. 
She’s an incredible woman. A woman you raised, by the way. You should be 
proud of her, and ashamed of yourself.” 

Derek escorted my dad to the door and shut it behind him. I sank down onto 
the recliner, crying like my heart was broken. I had been so wrong to bring my 
father there, to introduce them. Everything I’d feared had happened. I was an 
orphan—no mother and now no father. He’d walked out on me by choice, called 
me a whore. I was sure would never see him again. 



I—C rett held me in his arms. I sniffed and blew my nose on the tissues Derek 

" had brought me. 

“I’m sorry,” I told them, “I’m sorry I brought him here. He said terrible 
things to the two of you. He’s not—capable of realizing that you two are the 
most amazing men I’ve ever met. That I’m so lucky to have you.” 

Brett kissed the top of my head. 

“It’s okay. We’ve got you,” he said. 

I shook my head, pulled away. 

“I owe you both an apology for this,” I said. 

“No, I think I understand now why you didn’t want to be open with him,” 
Derek said. 

“I owed it to myself to be honest, and what’s more, I owed it to you to be 
proud of the men in my life and to admit how lucky I am to have you both. I 
don’t know what I’d do without you.” 

“You won’t have to find out,” Derek said, “We’re in this for the long haul. 
We had a talk this morning. Neither of us is willing to give up. It’s too good, too 
right.” 

“I love you,” Brett said, “not only like a best friend.” 

My chest felt like it swelled and I gave a watery smile. I hugged him, “I love 
you, too. And you, Derek. So much.” 

Derek hugged the back of me. 

“We should go to bed,” he suggested. I laughed, but I didn’t argue. 

“It’s been a big day. I want to reconnect with you two, let you know how 
much I love and value you. I’m sorry I hurt you. I’ll never shy away from this 
again. I’ll always—I’ll always regret losing him. I’ll always miss him, but I 
know I did the right thing. It felt good to be honest about us.” 



Derek kissed me softly, “Know what else feels good?” he teased. 

“Show me,” I said. 

An hour later we were all three panting on the bed, Brett’s hand on my bare 
hip, my head on Derek’s outstretched arm. We were sweaty, sated, when my 
phone rang. I crawled across Derek and fished my phone out of my purse on the 
floor. It was Liz Markham’s number. 

“H-hello?” I stammered. 

“Lynette, good, I’m glad I reached you. We need to meet tomorrow. I’ll be 
back in the office. Your article blew me away. It was so honest, so sex-positive. I 
love it. We’re going to develop it and lead with it on our relationships feature for 
next month.” 

“Oh my God! Thank you!” I said. 

“Celia will text you to set up a time. I’m boarding a plane, so I have to go, 
but I wanted to tell you personally that my faith in your potential was not 
misplaced. I’ll speak with you tomorrow.” 

“Thank you,” I said again as she hung up. I dropped the phone on the bed 
side table. 

“Guys!” I said, “Liz Markham LOVED my article and it’s being published 
next month! I’m going to be in Envy! My first real article!” I squealed. 

Brett kissed me. His tongue slow and deep in my mouth firing a warmth that 
suffused my body. At once, I was aroused again, all thoughts of exhaustion 
forgotten. “Mmmm,” I moaned. 

Derek’s fingers brushed my mound, and I gave a shudder. I wanted his 
fingers all over me, inside me. I wanted both of them now. 

“You like that, don’t you,” he said, his voice a low hum in my ear behind me 
as Brett continued to kiss me. Brett plucked at my nipples until they were sharp 
points, sensitive and aching. 

I loved the feel of Derek reaching around me, his fingers parting my slick 
folds to fondle me as Brett kissed me and stimulated my nipples. 

“I want you,” I whispered, “Both of you.” 

“I’m all yours,” Derek said, “where do you want me?” 

I broke the kiss, looked back over my shoulder at him, “I want you on your 
back.” 

He grinned, laid back on the bed, arms behind his head. His erection was 
hard, dark at the tip and I could see a bead of moisture. I knew it would taste of 
salt and his own musk. I couldn’t resist. I broke away from Brett and took 
Derek’s cock in my mouth, moaning as the taste of him filled me, his thickness, 
his hardness. I turned on all fours to devour him. His hand was in my hair, 
holding me there. I gasped as Brett took my hips in his big hands and held me 



steady. I knew it was coming, his huge cock about to penetrate me. The 
anticipation already had me clenching, had shivers of pleasure running through 
my body. When the head of his cock nudged the softness of my sex, I cried out 
around Derek’s cock. Brett took me hard, all at once, his cock buried inside me, 
his thighs slapping against mine with a lewd sound as I sucked Derek. I was 
moaning with every thrust, and Derek’s grip on my hair was just hard enough to 
make my scalp tingle. I was throttling toward a massive climax, my mouth and 
pussy full of the men I loved. I was caught right at the edge when Derek pulled 
my face up from his cock. He moved fast, brought my face to his and kissed me, 
soft and slow, parting my lips and sliding his tongue in my mouth in languorous 
strokes until I shivered with a jolt of cold, my nipples stinging with the arousal. 

“Come here,” he said, and Brett pulled out of me. 

Derek gathered me into his lap and brought me down over his cock. My legs 
wound around him. His arms wrapped around me, all muscle. I could feel the 
planes of his hard chest against my nipples, his cock fit perfectly into me, our 
stomachs pressed together, his mouth on mine. It was the most intimate position 
I’d ever been in, more intimate even than having his cock in my mouth. 

We rocked together, making love truly. I kissed him back with my whole 
heart, weeping as I came, shattering with great convulsions of my inner muscles 
around his stiff cock. He kept kissing me as I trembled, kept thrusting into me 
until he came. I felt another climax take me at the sweet, hot rush of his cum 
filling me. 

He laid me gently back on the bed. Brett was waiting for me, his cock in his 
hand, still hard for me. 

“Please,” he said, “come to me.” 

I crawled toward him, spent, but determined to give him the same 
satisfaction, the same closeness Derek had given me while Brett had selflessly 
waited. I crawled up his body, my lips meeting his. I kissed him, gorgeous Brett 
whose stupid wife had thought he wasn’t enough for her in bed. I caught his 
hand and pressed it to my heavy, aching breast. He plucked at my nipple, 
tugging and pinching until I was rigid with wanting. I rode the thigh he’d 
pressed between my legs, getting the pressure I needed from the muscular leg he 
drove against my pussy. I kissed him and kissed him, whispering to him, “Tell 
me what you want. I’ll give you anything.” 

“I want all of you,” he said. He flipped me onto my back, pushed my thighs 
apart. 

“Oh yes,” I breathed. He thrust into me, so big that I thought I was split in 
two, the fire of arousal warring with the heaviness of his invasion of my body. I 
wanted more, even though I wasn’t sure I could take it. 



“Can you—can you go deeper?” I whispered hoarsely. 

He lifted my hips and plunged into me until I cried out. Then I reached for 
him, gathered him in my arms, pulled him down fully on top of me. 

“I don’t want to crush you,” he said, dragging his mouth from mine for an 
instant before his tongue was back in my mouth, frantic to be joined to me in 
every way possible. 

“More,” I insisted, taking all of his weight onto me, our legs and arms 
tangled, our tongues tangled, his hard chest pressing against my nipples and his 
huge cock driving into me fast and hard. I gripped the sheets, my head tossing 
back and forth. He levered himself up to pump faster, to drive us both mad. As 
he did, Derek appeared beside me, his mouth on my neck, his fingers on my 
nipples. I jerked at the overwhelm on my senses. 

Brett cried out with a fast climax, spurting hot inside me. I bucked beneath 
him, joined to him. Derek’s fingers slipped down my belly, found my clit and 
mbbed it. The gentleness of his cool fingers took me. My body seized up around 
Brett’s cock, milking him as I came so hard under Derek’s fingers. 

I know I screamed their names. I know I said forever. I know I had 
everything I could ever want. 

We lay in bed together afterward, kissing and touching softly, sleepy but 
never satisfied. I curled up between them, perfectly happy. 



EPILOGUE 


One Year Later 

| hadn’t worked at the bar for about eight months, not since I got my full-time 

staff position as a writer for Envy, heading up a newer more investigative 
section of the publication that took on issues beyond sex and fashion, but I still 
stopped in to see Jason and Cammie from time to time. I’d been at their 
courthouse wedding about a month ago, but I hadn’t seen them since. So when 
Cammie called to ask if I could stop in after work, I agreed. 

It was always weird to use the customer entrance instead of coming in the 
staff door, but I remembered to do it. The place was dark. I looked around. 

“Surprise!” came a shout. The lights flipped on. The place was full of purple 
balloons and a sign that said Happy Birthday Lynette on it in swirly letters. 

I clapped my hands. Cammie came out and hugged me. 

“I cannot believe you did this,” I said, “Thank you!” 

“It wasn’t my idea. It was those two,” Cammie said. 

Behind her, at the bar, stood Brett and Derek, each holding a dozen roses for 
me. I ran to them, threw my arms around them both. 

“I love you,” I whispered, kissing first one and then the other of them. 

“We have another surprise for you,” Derek said. 

“What could be better than this?” I said. 

“We had a little help. From Barbara.” 

Barbara was my dad’s girlfriend. I’d talked to her on the phone for months 
and gotten to know her. She was a very cool, no nonsense woman, and she must 
have come up to the city for my birthday to meet my guys. She was really 
supportive. I’d met her son, Malcolm, and his husband months ago when they 
were in town and they were terrific. If they weren’t in Boston for a conference, I 



knew they’d have been here too. 

I turned around, ready to greet Barbara in person for the first time. Instead, I 
saw my dad, with a plump older woman in a fabulous peacock blue caftan and 
long earrings. She was holding a martini in one hand and my father’s arm with 
the other. 

“Daddy?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. 

“Sweetie,” he said, his voice breaking, “I’m sorry. Barbara here has been 
telling me for months that I was horrible to you, that I owed you an apology. 
And that it was none of my business who you—well, you know,” he stammered. 

I shot a grateful look at Barbara who winked at me. I burst into tears and 
hugged them both. 

“Thank you,” I said, “This is the best gift anyone could ever give me. 
Everyone I love is together now.” 

“Hey, what about me, chica?” a voice came. My best friend from college, 
Ainsley, came out of the back with a bottle of champagne, “Don’t think you can 
turn twenty-three without a bottle of our favorite six dollar bubbly and me!” 

I squealed and hugged her. My heart was overflowing. My dad had come 
back into my life and had asked my forgiveness. Right then he was talking to 
Derek and Brett, seeming a little shy and standoffish, but he was trying. They 
were truly the best. They were the heart of it all, and I couldn’t have been 
happier. When we got home after my party, I knew just how to thank them for 
giving me the best birthday, the best life I could ever want. 

I was sure Cammie could sneak me an extra can of whipped cream on our 
way our later. Because there were all kinds of happy endings in store for the 
night. Even for a good girl like me. 


The End 



